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We, the teacher-fellows of the 1993 
Jacksonville State University Writing 
Project, dedicate this anthology to 
several diligent individuals. We have 
been inspirationally led by Lisa Williams 
and Ken Guthrie. We have been infinitely 
assisted by Judy Ramsey and her patient 
staff, Maria Amado, Kim Howard, and Sandy 
Manscill. We appreciate you and the 













Eighteen of us, teachers from fourteen 
school systems, gave up five weeks of our 
summer "vacation" to participate in an 
intense period of sharing and fellowship. 
We shared our food, our ideas. We bared 
our souls to one another through our 
writings. We celebrated when two fellows 
passed orals and comprehensive exam-
inations. We found support, encourage-
ment, and meaningful relationships among 
the group. 
The anthology reflects a small sample of 
our work. Through the complex task of 
composing, we wrote to learn and to 
improve our writing. Our demonstrations 
represent in theory and in practice what 
we successfully teach in our classrooms. 
Our commitment to the process of writing 
is reflected in our bibliography as we 
sought a wealth of information. 
We wish to thank the National Writing 
Project for continuing support of the 
improvement and advancement of writing. 
The goal of the program has always been 
to enrich all areas of learning through 
writing. This goal is being successfully 
accomplished by "teachers teaching 
teachers" to write in order to advance 
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Gr ade Level Mee tings (Thursday) 
Lunch 
Response Groups (Monday, Thursday) 
Writing/Research (Tuesday, Wednesday) 
Round Table Discussions 
Special Events 
Presentation 
Ruth Hooks, Assistant Director 
Wiregrass Writing Project 
Troy State University 
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Sample r Day 
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"Writing Activities for Non-Verbal Learners" 
Cher yl Wade, Kindergarten Teacher 
Golden Springs Elementary 
"Best Books for Teaching of Writing" 
Book Presentation and Display 
"You Can Be Published" 





















WHO: Sarah Binion 
WHERE: Sumter County 
High School 
WHAT: 11-12 English 
WHEN: 22 years 
WHY: I teach because 
I want to be a 
positive 
influence on the 




I ' I , 
Dad 
How I miss the comfort of your voice, 
Linked with the strength of your love. 
Given so freely to your first-born, 
As you nurtured her first love. 
The yet-vivid shared moments--
Your hand holding mine, 
You first inspired my quest 
For more knowledge. 
It was you who most encouraged me 














A New Beginning 
Binion 
6 
Rochelle awoke as she heard her father moving busily about 
the kitchen, preparing breakfast for Mitch and her before he 
left for work in the local electrical plant. Recently they had 
moved into the new neighborhood. The rambling stucco house was 
nestled among lush green trees and an assortment of blooming 
red, white and pink azaleas lining the front. 
Rochelle's home was a sleepy town north of Jackson, edged 
on the Mississippi River, which flowed lazily several miles 
away. Although Rochelle was only eleven, her dark, alert eyes 
took in everything because she was responsible for more around 
the home now in the absence of her mom. 
Slender and tall for her age, Rochelle stumbled from her 
warm, big bed so that she could wash up to prepare for school. 
The short, black and red plaid pleated skirt that she had laid 
out, along with a red blouse and sweater, was across the chair 
at her desk. Rochelle called, "Get up Mitch, and wash up and 
dress so we can have breakfast before school." 
Mitch, two years younger than Rochelle, moaned and pulled 
,. 
the star Wars sheets closer to his chin. He hated to get up 
in the early morning, as most children do at his age. Instead 
of Rochelle's returning directly to her room, she stopped at 
the closed door across from her bedroom. 
Slinging the door back and glaring at Mitch, Rochelle 
pleaded, "Come on, get up so we can get to school on time." 









Mitch sat up, rubbed the back of his hands across his eyes 
and said, "All right, I am on my way." 
By the time Mitch had dressed and entered the kitchen, 
Rochelle had set his breakfast of orange juice, hot oatmeal 
with brown sugar and milk on the table. 
All too soon, it was time to leave for school. Rochelle 
and Mitch gathered their sweaters, since it was still cool in 
the early morning, and books so they could leave for school. 
Rochelle knew that Mitch had a hard time adjusting to the 
new school where he had no new friends. Before she turned to 
go to her class, she put her arms about his small shoulders and 
with a smile said, "Don't forget to stay out of trouble. 
Everything will get better. We are all having a hard time 
adjusting." 
Mitch looked up with tears forming in his soft brown eyes 
and a quivering chin and promised, "I will do better." 
Miss Ryan, pretty yet conscientious as the new fourth 
grade teacher, had Mitch in her class. Although she was young 
and inexperienced, she was observant, noticing how Mitch often 
avoided interacting with the other students. Today she 
especially noted Mitch's drawn face and decided to keep an eye 
on him for awhile. During the early morning subjects of 
English, history, and spelling, she noticed Mitch half-
heartedly completing his lesson. She decided to talk with 
Mitch before the end of the day because for some time she had 









Throughout the day, Miss Ryan tried to find ways to coerce 
Mitch to mingle with the boys in his class. As the day 
progressed, Miss Ryan asked, "Mitch, who do you want to work 
with? Who will work with Mitch as we study geography?" Joseph, 
who had tried to get Mitch to play in a game of tag ball on the 
play ground, volunteered and came over with a smile to work 
with Mitch. Miss Ryan noticed Mitch never volunteered to work 
with the other boys; therefore, she decided to counsel with 
Mitch. The following day, which was Tuesday, Miss Ryan sent 
a note home by Mitch asking to meet his parents on the 
following Thursday afternoon at 3:30 P.M. 
Shortly after Mitch and Rochelle returned home after 
school, Mr. Whalen's heavy steps echoed on the narrow steps 
leading to the front entrance, Mitch looked up with 
apprehensive eyes as his dad entered the door. Harsh lines 
showed around Mr. Whalen's dark eyes that once reflected the 
joy that filled his family, Walking slowly to his dad, Mitch, 
who had shared a close relationship with his father, put his 
arms about his dad's waist. He nestled in his dad's embrace 
to feel his strength and love. Mitch, who looked at his dad 
with somber eyes, said, "Dad, my teacher, Miss Ryan sent this 
note to you," as he handed the folded piece of paper to him. 
Mr. Whalen led the way to his favorite, over-stuffed chair that 
sat near the window. Mitch followed and waited until the note 







Mr. Whalen questioned his son with a sigh in his voice, 
"What is the problem, Son?" 
Mitch quickly answered, "Nothing, that I know. 11 Mr. 
Whalen sat and wrote a note indicating that he would be able 
to meet Miss Ryan ut the specified time. 
Mr. Whalen knew that he had not given as much attention 
to his children as he had in the past, but the pain and 
loneliness of dealing with his wife's illness and death had 
taken a toll on him. Because the home that he had shared with 
his wife bore too many memories, he had soon sold the home and 
moved to a town ten miles away. Mr. Whalen thought a new 
house, a new town and eventually new friends would make it 
easier to begin a new life. To soothe his pain, he allowed his 
job and his responsibility of providing a home for his children 
to absorb his attention. On the surface the children appeared 
to be fine. 
Thursday morning arrived with the sun shining brightly, 
although there still was a cool breeze. Mr. Whalen took Mitch 
and Rochelle to school after their favorite breakfast of 
pancakes and syrup, sausage, fried eggs and cold milk. As they 
entered the building, Mr; Whalen gave Rochelle a hug and wished 
her a good day. Mitch then showed him to his classroom. 
Miss Ryan greeted Mitch and his father when they entered 
the room. Mitch went to sit quietly in the back of the room 
with his favorite book. Mr. Whalen immediately questioned, 




I I ! 
Binion 
10 
Miss Ryan forged ahead with, "Mitch is a bit withdrawn and 
will not readily reach out to the other children in the 
classroom or playground. He does not have a discipline problem 
at all; he just seems not to be very happy, so I am concerned." 
Mr. Whalen then said, "We have had a problem that I am 
sure has affected Mitch. Only a year ago, my wife died after 
a lengthy illness. He was very close to his mother. She was 
always home when the children returned home from school and 
always allowed individual time for each child. He misses that, 
I'm sure. By the time I come in from work, I have to prepare 
dinner and see that homework is completed while I prepare their 
clothes for the next day. 
Miss Ryan began to understand Mitch's unwillingness to 
open up. From Mr. Whalen's openness and honesty, she felt a 
sense of compassion for the family and even more so for Mitch. 
Miss Ryan asked, "Do you mind if I spend some extra time 
with Mitch? He is such a sensitive little boy, and I don't 
want to lose him because of this trying time." Mr. Whalen was 
happy that Miss Ryan offered to help with Mitch since he 
realized he missed that mother figure. 
Miss Ryan began picking up Mitch one evening a week so 
that they could do some things he enjoyed. They shared visits 
to the zoo, movies and park that usually ended with a trip to 
his favorite pizza restaurant. 
Before long the weather had warmed and the grass was 






Miss Ryan's grass. By this time a special bond had been 
established between him and his favorite teacher. He was 
developing as a young boy should and would easily laugh and 
play with his classmates. Consequently, Mitch soon felt good 
enough to want to share Miss Ryan with his sister and father. 
The Whalen family planned a barbecue for the first weekend at 
the close of school. By this time three months had passed with 
Miss Ryan coming in close contact with the Whalens, so she 
readily accepted. The day went well for everyone; the children 
were quite receptive to Miss Ryan and felt happy, more than 
they had in a long time. She was invited to stay after dinner 
to play games with the family. After a couple of hours, Mitch 
and Rochelle were tired and sleepy, but they didn't want Miss 
Ryan to leave until she tucked them in for the night. After 
the children went to sleep, Mr. Whalen and Miss Ryan, who by 
this time had become Robert and Lisa, shared coffee and a 
stimulating conversation. Each found the other interesting, 
with many common interests. Before the night ended, Robert 
asked Lisa if he could call her soon. 
Smiling as she was about to walk out the door, Lisa said, 









To Know Me 
Long days, dark nights, quiet weeks 
Filled with work, play, and praise. 
Do you really know me? 
Nobody knows the depth of my sorrow, 
When children and significant 
Others were torn from me. 
Aimlessly I forged ahead in 
No exact direction: 
Yet, moving ahead 
To keep from losing all, 
I focused only on this second; 
This minute--
Because a day or week 
overwhelmed me, 
Drowning in tears unshed. 
Yet, I smile, I touch, I soothe. 
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I teach to see 




what I try to 
give them of 
language and 
life. 
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Ardent Autumn Strains 
I anxiously take my reserved seat 
beneath the kaleidoscope canopy. 
And I am the audience. 
Britt 
14 
Your chosen partners of golden scarlet and umber 
gracefully twirl, swirl. 
A silent command performance 
enveloping all in a bewitching cascade. 
And I am the audience. 
The unseen orchestra ceases, 
an opportune lull in the movement. 
There is a peaceful stillness, 
a calm serenity. 
And I am the audience. 
The arch of blue above the calico landscape 
is dotted with effortless gliders 
instinctively following an unspoken signal. 
The pulse and flow is 
picked up, continued as if unbroken. 
The symphony grows. 
And I am the audience. 
The crescendo summons a desire 
to join the climatic display. 
A oneness wells between us 
as you gently tousle my hair 
from my shoulders. 
I am a part of the resounding refrain 
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Dreams of the Impossible 
I look at the sea of faces before me 
clouded like the horizon before 
a storm. 
I speak Words of Wisdom, calling 
upon you to understand, to absorb, 
to learn. 
I hear the silent barrier thrown 
up to defend you from the perils 
of knowledge while you are closeted 
with your thoughts of.adolescence. 
Inquiries. 
11 Do you understand?" 
"Do you need more explanation?" 
I plead silently, "Please, show the 
courage to ask a question to clear 
your muddled mind, your ignorant 
state." 
Silence is the response, and then ..• 
A single hand is raised. 








The Perplexing Aspects of Theme Writing 
Britt 
16 
I subscribe to a totally unsupported theory which explains 
the hesitance on the part of many individuals to participate in 
any writing activity. I proclaim that such a tendency is 
totally hereditary, leading back to earliest man, and is 
therefore unavoidable. Common sense can explain negative 
reactions spawned by the attempt of cave men chiseling their 
messages from stones with sharpened implements. Even 
progressing through more modern times, I find evidence of young 
scholars faced with the "horn book" and the tedious inscribing 
methods dictated by such an instrument. Following this line of 
thought, I declare that not the words but rather the modes of 
transcribing alphabetical combinations are the villains in the 
writing scenario. 
On a concrete, personal level which presents a more 
educationally acceptable rationale, my personal experiences with 
writing were less than encouraging. In the tenth year of my 
formal education, I was declared a "good" writer. Since the 
high school curriculum of my time had little concern with 
structured or organized writing, the label had minimal effect. 
I was asked by other newspaper staff members to complete various 
articles which they had been assigned because writing was so 
"easy" for me. Though my senior year English found the class 
writing about the Norman Rockwell covers of The Saturday Evening 





occasions, As a one-semester-typing senior, I was accused of 
cheating on a composing-at-the-typewriter assignment when I 
submitted an original poem, The other infamous occasion was the 
petition I composed for the senior class when the powers that 
be outlawed floats in the homecoming parade. Neither episode 
left me with very positive feelings about the results of being 
a good writer. 
Progression to college instruction fostered false hope in 
my use of the written language, The first freshman composition 
assignment was to write an essay on the "most important thing 
in the world," The class meandered toward the exit, murmuring 
potential choices, and as I neared the door, the instructor 
cautioned, "And don't any of you get religious on me." Though 
I still did not know how to put my thoughts together, I did 
focus on a topic and opened with "In the beginning God created 
the heaven and the earth" -- with appropriate identification of 
the source, In the paper, I noted the creation and forgiveness 
of God as the "most important thing in the world." My first 
paper was returned with a very large "F--SEE ME" adorning the 
area under my name. No corrections were marked or noted in the 
paper, but my generous instructor gave me the opportunity to 
redeem myself with another effort. My second attempt was 
composed in a car pool while traveling from Boaz to Gadsden and 
contained such insightful lines as "Love is a soft kitten; love 
is a sweet rose. Ad infinitum, ad nauseam. 11 This paper was 







class. Unable to pick up another class, I am probably the only 
teacher of English to have received an Fin Freshman Comp. The 
silver lining in this dark cloud appeared in the form of my 
remedial English teacher. This wonderful lady not only let me 
assist in correcting her 101 papers but also taught me a 
helpful, timeless organizational tactic which I continue to pass 
on to my own students. 
Once the mystery of composition organization was unlocked 
in my mind I realized that my fear, like the fears of most 
others, was not of the words themselves. I had been using words 
for years and understanding them quite well. What had created 
the intimidation and subsequent failures was the fear of that 
which I did not know--how to effectively put the words into 
recognizable, organized order. 
The magical incantation which removed the veil from the 
wonderful world of writing was the mild-mannered "Five Paragraph 
Essay." I discovered, and continue to discover, the 
simplification of essay complexity in this developmental guide. 
Students rapidly grasp the concept of an introduction paragraph 
(complete with a sneak preview of coming paragraphs), the three 
paragraphs of the body (with detailed development and 
explanation of preview items), and the conclusion (a wrap-up). 
(A more elaborate display of this form appears in the text 
Writing Themes about Literature.) Once students have utilized 
this writing model, they are quick to realize the expansive, 











see that this flexible form can be adapted to encompass all 
facets of writing from paragraphs to the lengthy research 
papers. 
Acknowledging the fact that good writers need more than the 
basic Five Paragraph Essay, I incorporated into my instruction 
elements which span all methods and types of writing. students 
are given a sample outline illustrating a working outline on a 
familiar subject. Through consistent, monitored usage, the 
working outline sometimes becomes little more than notes jotted 
in the margin. This writing habit not only allows students to 
give direction and organization to their thoughts but also 
eliminates unrelated material which might often appear. 
I introduce the Five Paragraph Essay early in the school 
year, related to writing about readings done in class. At 
various times in the year, students will write assorted essays 
which involve such general areas as character analysis and 
comparison and contrast of works. Students also use the 
outlining or focusing procedure later in the development of 
their research papers. 
Each year my students' transition from fearful to more 
confident writers is still amazing to me. Early groans which 
accompany writing assignments are replaced by the rustling and 
chattering of students getting on task and actually producing. 
I have found that students become more interested and place more 
emphasis on what they write when they are freed from worrying 
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I teach because 




that I get from 
teaching just 
won't let me. 









Application-only Grammar Instruction: Is it Enough? 
Too many college students are poor writers. This 
statement is reiterated over and over--by college teachers as 
well as the general public. Even when these students graduate 
from college and go out to find jobs, great numbers of 
employers complain that job seekers are not competent in 
writing skills. So, in order to improve students' writing, 
teachers and theorists alike have agreed that students should 
be taught writing, not simply isolated grammar skills through 
boring and repetitive drills. This idea is an excellent one, 
but, as with many well-intended notions, it has been applied 
so literally that its good intentions have been derailed. 
Instead of teaching grammar and writing, many secondary 
school teachers, with seeming approval from leading theorists, 
have omitted serious grammatical instruction from their course 
of study. Many secondary school students receive only a 
smattering of grammar instruction in schools today--usually in 
conjunction with a paper or essay that has been corrected. 
Many state courses of study call for grammar to be taught only 
through the eighth grade. This practice has been popular now 
for the last decade or longer. And now the important 
questions are: Is student writing improving? Are students 
better writers today than they were twenty years ago? A great 













Many teachers and theorists would argue that what 
students write (content) is more important than how they write 
it (mechanics). But every job seeker knows that, to be seen 
as educated and competent, he or she must be able to write 
using formal, standard, acceptable grammatical structures and 
punctuation. And every college student's freshman essay is 
measured not only for its content but for its adherence to 
grammatical rules. 
Other secondary school educators, in downplaying the 
importance of teaching grammar, contend that a child should be 
well-versed in grammar skills by the end of the middle school 
(eighth grade) and therefore needs no more concentrated, 
direct instruction in grammar. But are thirteen and fourteen-
year-old students capable of understanding all the intricacies 
and complexities of English grammar? And even if they are 
capable, what if direct instruction in grammar and mechanics 
is not continued throughout their secondary school years? Is 
it reasonable to expect students to recall grammatical rules 
and terms, adhere to them, and understand references to them 
in the classroom and in private conferences with their college 
instructors five years later? 
To make a poor analogy (for most analogies are poor and 
inadequate when one is trying to make a point), what would 
happen if college-bound math students were given no more 









What if no new algebraic equations or geometric formulas were 
taught and practiced again and again? What if math teachers 
said, "From now on, boys and girls, you will be applying your 
knowledge--no more of that tedious and repetitive homework and 
instruction in the mechanics of math. We wouldn't want you to 
become bored. 11 But math teachers would never make this 
comment, because all realize the need for repetition, 
practice, and introduction to more complex equations and 
formulas. Only in this way can knowledge be pushed into long-
term memory, 
Another argument in favor of teaching grammar through 
application only involves the idea that students will imitate 
good writing that they are exposed to while reading good 
literature. 
unnecessary. 
Therefore, excessive teaching of grammar is 
Admittedly, many students who are deemed 
"natural" writers are avid readers who mimic the structures 
they have encountered while reading. But in this age of 
audio-visual technology--videotapes, computer games, movies, 
and television--how many students read for pleasure, or even 
read their classroom assignments? The only students who read 
enough to influence their writing are the "good" students--the 
ones we all proclaim to be "natural" writers already. 
One last argument for application-only teaching is the 
idea that if students are allowed to write enough, errors in 





I ' I i 
Bryan 
24 
Every student, then, would not be subjected to a lesson on 
subordinate clauses or the use of semicolons if he did not 
commit errors in that area. This idea seems like an excellent 
one, but with overly-populated classrooms and excessive 
teacher workload, is it feasible to think that students will 
be able to write often enough to cover all aspects of grammar? 
It seems unlikely. 
Admittedly, the old way of teaching English--simply 
handing out worksheets and doing textbook exercises--is over, 
as well it should be. Students are writing and applying the 
rules of grammar that they have learned. Teachers are 
correcting those papers, making suggestions, and having 
students revise. And these things are wonderful. But, to use 
an old cliche, "Don't throw the baby out with the bathwater." 
Direct instruction in grammar, even though it may occupy a 
smaller slice of classroom time than it used to, is still a 
very important part of teaching English and writing. 
i I 
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11 
I AM 
I am a perfectionist who teaches English. 
I wonder if my students really learn from me. 
I hear pencils scratching. 
I see scrawled handwriting. 
I want to be good at what I do. 
I am a perfectionist who teaches English. 
I pretend to be untroubled. 
I feel the weight of my responsibility. 
I touch students' minds, 
I worry that I don't do it well enough, 
I cry when my paperwork becomes unbearable. 
I am a perfectionist who teaches English. 
I understand that life should be enjoyed. 
I say I will take more time for fun. 
I dream of writing a novel. 
I try to be optimistic. 
I hope I live to retirement. 






















The brightly colored fishing boats gleam red, blue, and 
white in the haze of the midafternoon sun. Their images are 
sharp and clear against the backdrop of the harbor's barely 
rippling water. They look well-used, but clean and well-cared 
for, as if their owners take as much pride in their boats' 
appearances as they do in their utility. 
The Claire Louise and the L'Emeraude sway back and forth 
gently in the water and occasionally bump together with the 
low, hollow sound of old, seaworthy wood. They are moored so 
closely together, as many of the other boats are, that a 
person could step from one to the other without too much 
trouble. In their sterns lie coils of tangled rope and 
jumbles of fishing net, making ,their decks look as if they 
have just this minute been abandoned by the early morning 
fishermen. 
As I walk the modern concrete sidewalk that lies atop the 
dock, my attention is focused not on it but on the ancient 
stone wall itself, with its weathered, roughly-hewn mooring 
posts and ladders that reach to the water level and deep 
beyond. The waterline stains on the massive stone facing of 
the sea wall speak of the many years that have passed since 
the first boat was docked there, and I wonder about the boats 
























Squinting at the tiny cottages that dot the green 
hillside above the harbor, I reflect on the keenness of my 
observations. I don't always look at my surroundings with the 
kind of intense appreciation that I am feeling at this moment. 
My world is usually too cluttered with handwritten essays, 
paper clips, cramped offices, and overly populated classrooms. 
Even though there are just as many breathtaking scenes at home 
as there are in this little village half a world away, I don't 
seem to have the ability to really see them. Oh, I know 
they're there, but even as I take my eyes from the road during 
the long drive home to look at them, I am not truly aware of 
the beauty of life. I am too caught up in my thoughts of the 
day--my classroom, my papers, my fellow teachers, my duties at 
home. Only when I escape, flee from the one thing that I do 
really well, do I feel calm, tranquil, and capable of truly 
appreciating the sensual pleasure of being alive. 
The breeze blows softly against my face and flicks my 
long skirt against my legs as I lean over the metal railing 
facing the ocean. I can taste the salt on my lips and feel 
the dampness of the water in my hair as I reflect on my 
inability to appreciate the simple but important things in 
life, like the scene laid out before me now. I think about my 
friend, John, who was killed so suddenly last year. We were 
close in age (he was thirty-six), but the one thing that made 
him different from anyone else I knew was the intense 
enjoyment he got out of life. I suppose I believed, as almost 
I I 





















everyone else did, that John was immortal--that someone with 
his intensity, luck, and dash could never die. He was too 
lucky, too charmed. John was famous for saying that "most 
people's lives are long and narrow, 11 but that his was going to 
be "short and wide." I never really believed him--until one 
day about a year ago. 
So, now, I wonder what John would think of me. I think 
of him a good deal. I think he would tell me, if I could talk 
to him, to enjoy--and to open my eyes and really see. 
As I turn from the railing, I hear a middle-aged couple 
laughing and talking beneath me as they appreciate the view 
from a lower point on the sea wall. "Look! 11 the woman says. 
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I want to be the 
one to tell five-
year-olds the 
world is a good 
place to live 
and education is 
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You happened so quickly 
You came with no warning. 
You appeared to me, 





I didn't want you to leave. 
Your beginning, 
Your future. 
Your dreams we held close. 
I didn't want you to leave. 
You looked at me 
I touched you softly 
our bonding was strengthened 



















Believing in Kindergarten Children 
Young children will write if given the opportunity. When 
a teacher instills self-confidence in children, the teacher 
and the children will delight in their experiences, 
imaginations, and creativity. 
Writing is a form of self-expression. Many books invite 
continuation of further adventures. Children acquainted with 
Judith Viorst's Alexander and the Horrible No Good Very Bad 
Day might create another ending by using their own 
experiences. Teachers can introduce story starters or story 
frames by beginning a sentence and letting the children draw 
or write an ending. It would also be appropriate to show a 
picture to the young child and ask his reaction. Teachers 
have no need to assign one topic to all children, but can draw 
instead on what one child has become involved with. 
Children should be given many opportunities besides 
writing stories. Writing character journals or diaries helps 
a child assume that character's point of view. once children 
assume another point of view, they are able to retell the 
story in the first person. Young students within a 
kindergarten setting might choose a holiday book, Shaggy Dog's 
Halloween, to pretend, act, and write as if they were one of 









To All Kindergarten Parents, 
Dis-covering the Writer in the Kindergarten Child 
Dear 
33 
All children need to be nourished in the kindergarten 
classroom in order for them to grow. This nourishment might 
come in the form of play, music, dance, drama, or art. It 
would be so easy to begin our students on dotted-line paper, 
but in doing so the essential growth pattern would not take 
place. 
What would be perceived as little more than "chicken 
scratching" to the ordinary eye is actually a kindergarten 
teacher's dream. our job is to respond to this writing 
product in such a way that the child learns that the marks he 
makes on papers have the power to convey meaning. 
The method to help young children comprehend the written 
language process is by using oral communication on a "Whole 


















evolve into oral language. The gestures have meanings and the 
infants know they get a response from us by using them. Young 
children grow out of gestures and soon realize the uniqueness 
of oral expression. We embrace these words with exhilaration 
as we know the written word is the young child's next step. 
The teacher's role is to provide the time, structure and 
materials to invite the children to write. When we give 
children the tools they need, they will begin by communicating 
through drawing their stories. 
Scattered letters will accompany the students' drawings. 
The classroom offers a variety of writing. Kindergarten 
teachers are known for labeling everything ranging from desks 
and chairs to restroom doors. 
relates the object to the word. 
Seeing the labels, child 
It is amazing how a two-
year-old will recognize the "golden arches," but a five-year-
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our realization that the child is beginning to connect the 
sound-symbol relationship. 
In my own classroom I pursue the teaching of writing 
through a sequence of techniques. My students begin the 
school year by writing, or should I say "drawing," journals. 
Within the year, the drawings are accompanied by squiggly 
lines, progressing to letters, then phonetically written 
words. 
I also incorporate a "Math Their Way" technique called 
"Daily News." With a marker and large newsprint, several 
children will "read" their journals aloud. I write exactly 
what the children say, and then as a class we read aloud the 
"Daily News." As the year progresses, I am amazed that my 
kindergarten children take the initiative to write their 
"news" correctly in their journals by copying what I have 
written. 
"Conferencing" is another way of relaying the written 
word to my students. I will present an "Easy Reader" book 
several times, then allow the children to take it home to 
their parents. At home, they practice reading the book by 
pointing to each word while reading aloud. (The parents sign 
a contract stating that they will help with conferencing.) 
Next, they conference with me several times during the week. 
By establishing journals, daily news, and conferencing, 
I familiarize my students with written language. I now induct 










Arts." The first activity used is "slotting. 11 This technique 
elects words that will occupy the position of key words or 
phrases in a sentence. Slotting is also an I,L,A. term for 
varying vocabulary so words are not repeated. I usually 
provide "one liners" such as "Happiness is ••• , 11 I have the 
students draw a picture, then copy the words "Happiness is" 
onto their papers. Next, each child gives me his response 
orally and together we "sound" the words choosen to complete 
the slotting technique. Yes, this does take time and 
patience, Usually I try to have a parent helper or a senior 
volunteer in my room during our writing time. 
As the children progress in slotting and one-liners, we 
continue with the next technique, "expansion." We begin 
expansion orally by using terms such as who. what. when. 
where, and how, Sometimes this is a hit/miss technique, as 
their immaturity and their short attention spans do not allow 
them to progress at a rapid rate with this more complex 
technique, 
Expansion is incorporated into their journals at this 
time, By this time, they are writing daily entries about what 
they do after school, As they read their journals aloud, I 
ask them questions concerning what they have written. Now I 
expect them to be more specific about the previous day's 
activities. 
I ' ' I 
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We as teachers need to have high expectations for our 
kindergarten students. Although the old myth is "Let the 
children play and enjoy their pre-school years, 11 who says they 
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I began wearing training bras in first grade. Since my 
bosom developed much earlier than my friends', my mother 
decided that I wasn't built to wear those cute little t-shirts 
and tank tops all my girlfriends wore. Susan and Elaine, my 
two best friends, were all nice and flat on their chests, and 
could run and jump in P. E. class without embarrassment, The 
bumps on my chest wouldn't stay put during P.E. class. I 
wanted so much to be like Susan and Elaine. So Mom decided 
that it was time we went shopping, some serious shopping that 
only young ladies could do. We drove into town, right up to 
the front door of Finley's--the most popular dress shop in my 
one street town. I could tell by the serious look on my 
mother's face that something momentous was about to happen. 
Timidly, I eased out of the car and followed my mother into 
the store. 
once we were inside the old family establishment, Mrs, 
Finley pulled Mom to the side and asked if she could be of any 
service. I remained near the door trying to look 
disinterested in their discussion. out of the corner of my 
eye I could see them, their heads almost touching, deep in 
conversation, occasionally glancing over at me, Eventually, 
Mom motioned for me to follow her to the back of the store. 
In the back of Finley's were three small cubicles 










rooms. There's nothing worse than being closed up with your 
mother in a four-foot-wide dressing room on a hot day. My 
mother helped me out of my shirt and told me that I needed to 
try on some bras. I immediately told her I did not need or 
want a bra. Only old women had to wear those wide, wirey 
things. For the next twenty minutes Mrs. Finley and Mom poked 
and probed at my two new, unwanted mounds of womanhood. 
Finally, satisfied that she had made the right decision, my 
mother selected two white Teencharm bras with little blue and 
white flowers on them. Mom suggested that I wear one of the 
newly purchased items of embarrassment home. Reluctantly, I 
pulled on the rubbery material and quickly threw on my shirt, 
praying no one of importance would see or know. I then looked 
into the mirror to see if anyone could guess what was now 
under my shirt. Staring back at me from the mirror were two 
perfect little cones! No way was I going back to school with 
























am confused and unpredictable. 
wonder if I'll ever be successful. 
hear many voices telling me what I should do. 
see the clouds smiling down upon my head. 
want to float up to meet them. 
am confused and unpredictable. 
Green 
41 
pretend I'm the greatest Soul Train dancer that ever lived. 
feel my body moving to the rhythmic sounds. 
touch the air as if it were you. 
worry that people don't care anymore. 
cry because you're hurting and I can't help. 
am confused and unpredictable. 
understand that the world has many problems. 
say we all have to help each other. 
dream of the day we'll be free. 
try to do the best I can. 
hope God will help us all. 
am confused and unpredictable. 
SCREAM OUT 
Close your eyes, 
See the dark shadows lurking, 
Anticipating the attack, 
Fall into slumber. 
scream out 
into the night. 
A world you foolishly believe 
Is under your control, 
Belonging to no other, 
Green 
42 
Where the subconsciousness plays tricks on your mind, 
Calling all fears anq frights, 
Not willing to cover spirits of the past. 
scream out 
into the night. 
Dreams of escape, 
Metaphoric events, 
And cleansing peace, 
Just touch the surface. 
They never find 
What's underneath. 
Scream out 






Writing, , . 
What did you say? 
Who do you think you are? 
Telling me I must 
let my feelings drip 
like drops 
of blood 
onto the paper. 
How dare you ask me 
to open up old wounds 
so salt can burn 
once again? 
Why should I tell you my dreams--
private visions of mine 
sent from God? 
I refuse to open up 
just to please your curiosity. 
Besides. . . 
If I show you 
what I'm all about, 
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I still hope to 
be as good one 















Ever Had a Cold? 
Guthrie 
45 
An Answer to "I Don't Have Anything to Write About" 
I can hardly wait until arother student is persistent 
with the "I don't have anything to write about" excuse. 
"Perhaps you could more exactly express yourself. 
Perhaps, 'I prefer not to write now' rather than 'I don't have 
anything to write about'?" 
"No, I really don't know anything to write about." 
"Perhaps you really mean, 'I haven't done any heuristic 
to generate a \'(riting topic'?" 
"No, I really don't have anything to write about." 
"Have you ever had a cold?" 
And then my reluctant student will be hooked! Everyone 
who has ever had a cold--everyone--has something to write 
about. I realized this as I recently read "The Last Italian 
Tenor," David Remnick's profile of Luciano Pavarotti. Nestled 
in the early part of the principally narrative essay is an 
explicit and beautifully written exposition of the process of 
a common cold in a virtuoso tenor. 
Colds hit the fragile psyche of a tenor with insidious 
stealth, They play on his vanity, then crush him. Very often, the 
day before the cold asserts itself the voice can be plush, almost 
velvet, in tone; the lining of the nose and throat, the resonant 
tract, is hypertrophic, swollen and damp. For a moment, the voice 







increase. Postnasal drip sets in. The lining of the throat reddens 
and swells. The throat itself becomes less pliant. Mucus thickens 
almost to the consistency of rubber cement and rains cruelly down on 
the vocal cords. Speech, to say nothing of song, requires a 
Herculean push through the muck. Breathing grows labored. A change 
in temperature causes changes in the hydration of the throat. The 
effort to produce a true musical note becomes a painful exercise in 
anxiety and overcompensation. There is a metamorphosis. The canary 
becomes a pigeon. (36) 
Yes, excerpts such as this from a popular periodical can 
remind the reluctant writer that any subject, even the common 
cold, can be made into interesting reading by a good word 
crafter. 
My reading about Pavarotti's cold reminded me of that 
Ogden Nash poem "The Sniffle," which I first encountered in 
eighth grade. 
In spite of her sniffle, 
Isabel's chiffle, 
Some girls with a sniffle 
Would be weepy and tiffle; 
They would look awful, 
Like a rained-on waffle, 
But Isabel's chiffle 
In spite of her sniffle, 
Her nose is more red 
With a cold in her head, 
But then, to be sure, 
Her eyes are bluer. 
Some girls with a snuffle, 
Their tempers are uffle, 
But when Isabel's snivelly 
She's snivelly civilly, 
And when she is snuffly 
She's perfectly luffly, 
With two such different writings about the common cold, 
surely no student writer can persist, "I don't have anything 
to write about." A full portfolio could be developed on the 
cold. (1) Narrate an experience with a cold. (2) Pavarotti 




sents a class of persons (e.g., a cheerleader, an athlete, a 
teacher). Describe the effects of a cold upon this person. 
Explain the various cold-caused limitations for this person 
and others like him or her. (3) Compare/ contrast a personal 
experience with a cold with that of a family member or friend. 
(4) Define common cold. Be sure to contrast the cold with 
similar maladies such as allergies and influenza. (5) 
Interview at least two of the following: medical doctor, a 
chiropractor, a homeopathic practitioner, or an herbalist. 
Compare/contrast different therapies used by these health care 
providers. (6) Find the latest available year's statistics on 
the common cold. Write a humorous editorial about absenteeism 
caused by common colds for an industrial newsletter including 
some numbers. (7) Classify colds. Consider classifications 
from different perspectives. How would a physician classify 
colds? A pharmacist? A tissue manufacturer? A cab driver? 
A band director? A family pet? 
This list is a week's worth of writing assignments. or 
a grading period's suggestions. Or a semester's portfolio. 
Or a good argument that "YOU DO so HAVE SOMETHING TO WRITE 
ABOUT!" 
THE COMMON COLD 
Go hang yourself, you old M,D.I 
You shall no longer sneer at me. 
Pick up your hat and stethoscope, 
Go wash your mouth with laundry soap; 
I contemplate a joy exquisite 
In never paying you for your visit. 
I did not call you to be told 
My malady is a common cold. 
I 
By pounding brow and swollen lip; 
By fever's hot and scaly grip; 
By these two red redundant eyes 
That weep like woeful April skies; 
By racking snuffle, snort, and sniff; 
By handkerchief after handkerchief; 
This cold you wave away as naught 
Is the damnedest cold man ever caught. 
Give ear, you scientific fossil! 
Here is the genuine Cold Colossal; 
The Cold of which researchers dream, 
The Perfect Cold, the Cold Supreme, 
This honored system humbly holds 
The supercold to end all colds; 
The Cold Crusading to end Democracy/ 
The FUhrer of the Streptococracy. 
Bacilli swarm within my portals 
such as were ne'er conceived by mortals, 
But bred by scientists wise and hoary 
In some Olympian laboratory; 
Bacteria as large as mice, 
With feet of fire and heads of ice 
Who never interrupt for slumber 
Their stamping elephantine rumba, 
A common cold, forsooth, gadzooksl 
Then Venus showed promise of good looks; 
Don Juan was a budding gallant, 
And Shakespeare's plays show signs of talent1 
The Arctic winter is rather coolish, 
And your diagnosis is fairly foolish. 
Oh what derision history holds 
For the man who belittled the Cold of Colds! 
- Ogden Nash 
Guthrie 
48 
Ever had a cold? Take aspirin. Drink plenty of li-
quids. Get plenty of rest. Do plenty of writing. 
Nash, Ogden. Bed Riddance: A Posy for the Indisposed, Boston:' Little, 
Brown, 1969. 





GIN AND THUNDER BEFORE DINNER AT ST. AUGUSTINE 
Spectacular from the balcony 
of my rented condo 
the storm shoves across the Intercoastal 
reaching the larger water there 
somewhere between the lesser fort 
and crescent Beach. 
Here 
a slight change in the wind 
the temperature, the direction. 
I count the intervals 
between flash and clap. 
I don't remember the conversion 
factor to compute the distance. 
My eye can judge, 
The swimmers below have left the water; 
the sunbathers, the beach. 
But I know this storm 
is not for here. 
Only later toward dusk 
that cloud arising beyond the outlet mall 
will be for here. 
The wind will slowly shift 
for once today toward the surf. 
For once today here will be 
no interval between sight and sound: 
the synaesthesia of a thunderstorm for here. 
Then beyond the surf 
light will be there 
before sound is here. 
What could be a bolt from the gods 
in the brown soup 
outside the breakers 
will be electrical show from here. 
I suddenly wonder 
whether the lightning 
moves along the surface 
merely stinging jelly fish 
or stabs into the amino rich brine 
occasionally bonding proteins. 
The breeze reverses. 
I walk inside 
for another gin and tonic 
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ure every single 
day? Teaching 
is never the 
same, and it's 
never boring . 
........... .............. .. , .. , .... , 
i I 
' I'm Gonna Tell Mama 
Hamilton 
51 
Recently as I traveled to my cousin David's funeral after 
he had died of leukemia at the age of thirty, I couldn't help 
but remember a letter David had written to me when I was in 
the ninth grade. I had written to David asking how he had so 
much confidence, and David responded with the following 
letter, which I have kept for the past fourteen years: 
Dear Joe Cool, 
How's it hangin'? What have you been up to. 
Have you been practicing basketball. Todd I'm glad 
that I showed you that I had confidence. The way I 
can get it is when I pray. It helps alot. Try it 
before every practice and game and be very sincere. 
Sorry I hadn't written you in a long time but 
I've been busy in baseball. I made All-Stars. I 
started off in the games but after the 4th inning 
the coach would take me out. We are in the 
District Tournament now. Columbus beat us but we 
turn around and beat them and Starkville. So we 
are in the finals. 
I have got to have a operation on my knee 
after All-Stars. I'm not going to get to play 
football. Basketball maybe. Well I best be going 
everybody said hello. 
David the Stud 
P.S. Tim said thanks for the helmet. 
David had sent this letter to me at a time in my life 
when I really needed a boost in confidence. Between God and 
David, I found enough self-confidence to participate in high 
school athletics and eventually even coach young men. I only 
hope I can instill David's confidence into each of them. 
I , 
I ' I . 
Hamilton 
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As I passed through Tuscaloosa, Gordo, and Reform, I 
thought of his letter which meant so much to me, but I also 
couldn't help but laugh when I thought of some of the things 
we had done together as kids. 
Even as a kid, David was one of those "natural-born 
leaders" we coaches so often refer to. But when I was ten-
years-old, "natural-born leader" meant that David was going to 
get us into something that usually resulted in somebody's 
father (namely mine) beating the heck out of us all. We 
didn't care though, because we remembered the fun a lot more 
than we remembered the stripes on our butts. 
I can still picture David smoking huge cigars on the 
Fourth of July, using the excuse, "This is a lot better than 
wasting all those matches." Of course, he was the only one 
who could smoke the things without getting sick. 
David, or Cousin Dave as we title-giving little 
Southerners were fond of saying, didn't like to see many 
things wasted, On our fishing trips to the Mississippi delta, 
he made sure that our Uncle Tince's beer never went to waste. 
David was the only thirteen-year-old I knew who really enjoyed 
his beer. In fact, he could even tell you which name brands 
were the best. Uncle Tince never could figure out why he 
always ran out of beer before we ran out of Coke. 
David was always ready, whatever the circumstance, to 










grandmother's funeral. Brother Busby, who preached the 
service, appeared to be eating his false teeth as he gnawed 
his way through Granny's life. (Or at least we thought that 
was what he was trying to do.) David made us laugh so much by 
mimicking Brother Busby that some old lady with tall hair and 
red-red lips turned around and gave us the "look, 11 How many 
people can honestly say (or want to say) that they were almost 
thrown out of a ninety-five year old woman's funeral? We 
didn't think about it as being disrespectful to Granny. We 
just looked at it as a chance to be together and have a good 
time. Heck, Granny was probably laughing at Brother Busby, 
too! 
David was quite a character, but my favorite memories of 
David also involve his younger brother, Tim. David was 
infamous for driving his parents' dilapidated 1968 green 
Chrysler on the roads around the school yard where his father 
was principal and his mother was a fourth-grade teacher. 
David's father, my Uncle Cecil, had traded a hog for the 
Chrysler. The sad thing is that people told Cecil he got the 
worse end of the deal, so you can imagine what the car looked 
like. 
When David first started driving, he was only thirteen 
and short for his age, so he couldn't sit back in the seat, 
reach the gas pedal, and hold onto the steering wheel all at 








involved stamping on the accelerator while looking between the 
steering wheel and the dash. one of us would act as the 
navigator, and when we saw something coming down the road, we 
would yell "tractor! 11 or "earl II or even worse, "people!" Then 
David would pull himself up by the steering wheel and coast 
past the "obstacle. 11 As long as he kept the "Green Bomb" 
between the ditches, he figured he was doing okay. Generally, 
no one got hurt in Cousin Dave's driving debacle--no one 
except Cousin Tim, and he was supposed to get hurt. Tim was 
a typical little brother--you know-- the short, chubby, loud, 
asthmatic, bed-wetting little brother who absolutely adores 
his older brother even though the older brother treats him 
like dirt--your typical little brother who just has to go 
everywhere the older brother goes. 
our excursions dowri the Mississippi byways always began 
at Mitchell's. Mitchell's was a store where my Aunt Nan had 
"credit. 11 It was mind-boggling to a ten-year-old Alabama 
redneck that you could walk in off the street--even a 
Mississippi dirt road--and grab all the candy you wanted, and 
say, "Put it on Mama's tab!" 
Tim could never remember from year to year that he was 
always left behind. As the summers accumulated, it got harder 
and harder to leave him behind, but invariably we left him 
behind. He would tear the door down trying to catch the 









a cloud of dust, dirt, and gravel, crying for us to come back. 
During the next few hours,he would chase that green Chrysler 
down most of the dirt roads in that part of rural Mississippi. 
Being a "younger brother" myself, yet old enough to hang 
out with the big brothers, I knew that my delegated place in 
life was the back seat. Just looking at Tim running down the 
road chasing the "Bomb" made me feel good about having any 
rights at all. Poor Tim had no rights and no designated seat. 
He would run for miles trying to catch us. David would let 
Tim get almost to the car before they both disappeared from 
view--David under the dash as he stomped on the gas and Tim in 
another cloud of dust, smoke, and fumes, Hanging out the 
back, I would yell out to Tim, "Hurry up, Tim! You can make 
it! I promise, Tim, we'll wait this time!" Why on earth Tim 
wanted to ride in that green piece of rust and corrosion, I'll 
never know. How that seven-year-old boy kept running for 
miles in that sweltering ninety-five degree Mississippi heat, 
I'll never know. When Tim couldn't stand it any longer, when 
he couldn't control his breathing any longer, when he couldn't 
keep his seven-year-old religion any longer, he resorted to 
his last weapon and yelled, "DAVID, I'm gonna tell Mama! 11 
Tears, snot, slobber, and dirt beads all meshed to form a 
strange mask of determination as Tim started for home to "tell 






crawl because none of the doors would open. Somehow this 
would appease Tim, and we would continue down the backroads 
hitting mailboxes with rocks. 
After watching Dave mistreat Tim all those years, I 
naturally thought Dave hated Tim. Fortunately, I saw one of 
Tim's high school basketball games after David and I were both 
in college. Tim had decided to exercise his "broad 
vocabulary" against some giant on the opposing team, and the 
player shoved Tim. It took thre~ men to hold Dave as he tried 
to make his way to his little brother. I knew then that Dave 
really did love Tim. I didn't know how much until he named 
his baby boy, Timothy Cole Vaughan. Tim returned the honor by 
being the donor for the bone marrow transplant. I can't think 
of better ways for brothers to show their love for each other. 
As I drove to David's funeral, I wondered if Tim even 
remembered those days. If he did, I imagined that he was 
wishing for a chance to chase an old green car and to call out 
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I love children, 
and teaching 
allows me to be 
a positive 
influence in 
their lives, and 
they keep me 
young! 
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BRAINSTORMING TO MUSIC 
Holliday 
58 
What better way is there to get students to write than to let 
them brainstorm to music? I confiscated this activity from a 
fellow undergraduate student. Needless to say, I can't remember 








The purpose of the activity is to generate writing ideas. So 
often students get writer's block if you don't give them a list of 
topics to choose from or a specific topic to write about. This 
activity will put an end to the whiner who says, "I don't know what 
to write about!" 
To prepare for the activity, I collect as many different types 
of music as I can. A variety of music types will ensure that I 
will hit upon every student's music preference. In my collection 
I will have country, soft rock, rap, gospel, and even hard rock (if 
I can find some with words I can understand!). I explain to the 
students why we are brainstorming. They must continually write 
while the music plays for approximately two minutes. If they get 
"stuck" on a word, they must write this word over and over again 
until another word pops into their train of thought. This will 
ensure that a student does not write two words and stop. When the 
music stops, I instruct the students to stop and begin a new list 
of words when the next song begins. 
After all the music has been played and the students have 
compiled several brainstorming lists, I give all students the 






lot of laughter, and the class can decide immediately from which 
song the word list was generated, 
Modeling is the next step. I list words from one student's 
list on the board. Collectively, we discuss the list and choose 
one thing we could write about. Most of the time, the music will 






zoo or a favorite person. 
Freewriting is the next step. The students may begin 
freewriting on whatever they chose from their lists. They need not 
worry at this point about grammar. Freewriting is writing freely 
about everything they can remember about the subject they are 
writing on. Once again, we share some of these freewritings. 
A teacher may choose to extend this activity through the 
entire writing process, or students can be given a choice of 
editing and revising, understanding that they must complete these 
steps in order to get their paper displayed on the publishing wall. 
The students respond to this activity very well. They love 
the music and the fast pace of brainstorming and can see how 
brainstorming generates ideas. Listening, speaking, reading, and 
writing are all covered in this activity. 
Personally, I have learned that music can be a great 
motivational tool with teen-agers in writing. I intend to find 
f I more ways to use music in my classroom • . I 
11 
























I am a thirty-eight year old stressed-out lady. 
I wonder if my brain is fried. 
I hear rattling in my head. 
I see no end to my distress. 
I want some relief. 
I am a thirty-eight year old stressed-out lady. 
I pretend I already have my comps over. 
Holliday 
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I feel I am smart enough to get my degree without 
taking that test. 
I touch the many books I read. 
I worry I will fail. 
I cry about this matter. 
I am a thirty-eight year old stressed-out lady. 
I understand all this stress is necessary. 
I say "to heck with it. 11 
I dream it is over. 
I try to study hard. 
I hope I pass the test. 


















Writing Across the Curriculum 
Holliday 
61 
We are in a literacy crisis. No one is satisfied with 
the way students write. The parents are not satisfied. The 
school administration is not satisfied. The media, the 
teachers, and even the students are not satisfied. "Writing 
Across the Curriculum" is a movement that can help us in this 
situation. The term simply means that writing is no longer 
the full responsibility of the Language Arts Department. 
Writing is now the responsibility of science, math, history, 
physical education--as well as English--departments. We, as 
educators, must pull together to end this literacy crisis. 
The relationship between writing and all content areas 
goes back to the Middle Ages. Young men of Greece and Rome 
learned to be rhetoricians no matter what their career goals 
were. The medieval university taught grammar, rhetoric, and 
logic. Writing across the curriculum is then a fundamental 
idea. Have we regressed farther than medieval times? To 
bring writing up-to-date, our students should be applying 
their language skills to real communication tasks, including 
writing in math, science, history, physical education, and 
vocational education. 
Schools exist to teach basic literacy skills. The goal 
of teachers should be to teach more than the basics! We 














way to teach critical thinking than to have students write? 
What must they do before they write? THINK! If we want to be 
successful in teaching basic literacy skills and critical 
thinking, we.must redefine the role that writing has in our 
curriculum. Lack of expressive writing reflects lack of 
critical thinking, 
The major reason students have trouble writing is that 
they have not written enough. Students tend to think that 
taking notes and answering questions from textbooks are 
sufficient writing experiences, Unfortunately, teachers often 
think the same thing. Researcher Arthur Applebee discovered 
that only three {3%) percent of any assigned working tasks 
required students to compose anything more than a sentence. 
No wonder we are in a literacy crisis. If we want to produce 
literate students who can think critically and logically, we 
must demand that students write often in all content areas. 
I feel the reason most teachers are uncomfortable with 
writing in their classrooms is that they are so focused on the 
mechanics. Teachers in content areas other than English, and 
sometimes even English teachers, may be intimidated with 
grading the mechanics of writing. These teachers need to be 
educated about the writing process. They should be taught to 
focus on content rather than mechanics at first, Also, using 
peer groups will alleviate the burden of so much grading. 




















These journals can be skimmed, spot checked, read 
thoroughly, or not read at all; however, they give much needed 
writing practice to students. 
I am in no way suggesting that all content area teachers 
be responsible for teaching the various modes of writing. 
This responsibility can be '.left up to the Language Arts 
Department; however, I am suggesting that all content area 
teachers should require writing of some kind on a regular 
basis. 
Writing must become the major form of communication 
within each school. Students should know that writing is 
expected of them and that, to succeed in school, they must 
write. our classrooms should become literature-rich 
environments giving the students many occasions and reasons to 
write. The writing process should be practiced in each 
classroom, and the students should be taught to have no fear 
of this process. 
I would like to see a writing curriculum in force in each 
school. This curriculum should be adhered to by each subject 
teacher. School-wide journals should be kept. Certain 
amounts of writing should be required in each subject. The 
administration should have the responsibility of seeing that 
teachers follow this writing curriculum. on the state level, 
I would like to see more writing workshops for current 














see the state mandate the teaching of writing in their lists 
of competencies for all teachers. 
I have suggested a few solutions to the problems. The 
implementation of these suggestions could be a beginning in 
solving the dissatisfactions concerning writing. It could 
also be a step forward toward putting an end to our literacy 
crisis. 
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Is it another day? 
she moans as the sun 
peeps through her lonely 
window shades. 
Am I going crazy? 
she sighs as she 
wipes flour from 
her hands onto 
her apron. 
Who do I think I 
am cooking for? 
Where are they? 
she silently wonders 
as she sits alone 
in her chair. 
Did I not rear 
eight children? 
If so, why am I 
always alone? 
Why did he go and 
leave me? 
She struggles with 
her anger at his 
dying. 
Why did he make me 
so dependent upon him? 
Was caring for them my 
sole purpose in life? 
Contentment, peace, 
and satisfaction 
suddenly cover her 
wrinkled face as she 

























Spanish I & II 
19 years 
I want to 
inspire young 
people to want 
to learn like 
Brooxie Barnes, 
Dora Gene 
Hill, Dr. Anne 
Johnson, and 
Dr. Charles 
Johnson did for 
me. 
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The Adventures of Buck and Sis at Mountain Creek 
Hot humid days in July and August always remind me of 
some eventful "family vacations. 11 My mother and dad had a 
_particular notion about the ritual summer vacation; it had to 
be. Some of our memorable trips centered around trips to the 
"old home place" where my mother's great-granddaddy lived. 
Since my grandmother didn't drive, she accompanied us on our 
journey. This area was a suburb of the city of Verbena; its 
name was Mountain Creek. To say the area lies in a remote and 
rural region of Alabama is a definite understatement. Few 
people have ever heard of Verbena; even fewer persons have 
heard of Mountain Creek. For point of reference, Verbena is 
near Clanton, home of all the peach parks. 
Despite the sweltering humidity, my brother and I 
actually looked forward to this pilgrimage. These trips 
occurred while riding in a car with no air-conditio~ing and 
following old Highway 11, not Interstate 59. My grandmother 
was always willing to ride in the middle of the back seat on 
the hump. I'm not sure if generosity motivated her or if she 
simply wanted to maintain peace between my brother and me. 
The trip, at least to us, lasted forever, but we didn't 
care. The anticipation of what lay ahead of us kept us 
entertained. Once we arrived at the small green highway sign 







Highway 11. Winding around narrow roads, we finally reached 
another sign that pronounced we had arrived in Mountain Creek. 
Amid boisterous squeals of delight, my dad pushed the Dodge 
Dart ever onward until finally we landed at the old house. 
One could hardly see the house, situated amid trees and over 
grown weeds. The dirt driveway led us right up to the front 
steps. 
Since he wasn't accustomed to hearing many cars, my great 
granddaddy came out on the porch the moment we arrived. My 
brother and I opened the car doors immediately after Daddy 
turned off the ignition. 
Granddaddy yelled out, "Hey, Buck and Sis! How was the 
trip?" 
He called everyone Buck and Sis; that way he never got 
any names confused. We didn't realize that fact at the time; 
we just became Buck and Sis. We ran all through the house 
exploring. We jumped on the iron bed with a feather mattress, 
and we almost sank to the floor. No one realized that those 
feathers probably caused all the sneezing that went on later. 
Who cared? Jumping on that bed was fun! 
We didn't see the sparseness and austerity of the house. 
No air conditioning and no TV didn't seem to matter to anyone. 
We found other means of entertaining ourselves. My brother 






loved to dip water out of the well in the back yard, The 
water was always cold and tasted so good. We didn't spend 
much time contemplating the fact that everyone drank out of 
that same dipper, and it was never washed. 
However, the one part of the trip that remained 
unforgettable was going across the driveway into a secluded 
area, Guess what shrine enticed us more than anything else? 
Here stood something my brother and I had never seen before 
this trip--an "outhouse. 11 Marvelling at the complexity of 
such a functional building, we wondered why everyone didn't 
have one of these wondrous facilities. A routine, mundane 
bodily function transformed itself into a unique, fascinating 
experience, Being outside and experiencing the joys of nature 
made us appreciate this "treat." 
Needless to say, the pungent odor and total lack of 
convenience never entered our minds, We begged Daddy to get 
us an outhouse, I told my mother that Granddaddy's bathroom 
was the nicest one I had ever seen. We had tremendous fun 
always going outside to the bathroom. My mother never forgot 
how dark it was at night and reminded us of how scary that 
would be. We didn't believe her. On every subsequent trip, 
my brother and I visited the outhouse first. 
Sometimes when things get hectic, I remember these trips 
with fondness, No one from other geographical areas can 




memories will always be an important part of my life. I want 
to make certain my nieces and nephews appreciate their 
Southern roots, so I plan to share these trips with them. I 










The overcast skies set my mind adrift. 
I hear your voice over the years. 
(Be strong. Get an education. Do your best.) 
I know you wanted those "good things" for me. 
You wanted my life to be better than yours. 
Lancaster 
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(Stand on your own two feet. Respect yourself.) 
I hear your voice say the phrases. 
I watch you live them everyday. 
(Care for all human beings, Never look down on anyone 
for any reason.) 
Now you have a constant struggle to breathe. 
It's hard for you to talk or walk any distance. 
(Look out for the less fortunate.) 
Your body is frail, but you refuse to quit. 
Your spirit is indomitable; you continue pushing yourself. 
(Have compassion, Remember your family.) 
I fake bravado while you cautiously climb out of the car. 
True courage is when you painstakingly climb the steep steps 
to your office. 
(Be able to laugh at yourself. Think positive--you can!) 
It seems like yesterday you raced up those steps, two at a 
time. 
Realizing that makes tears well up inside, but I won't let 
them escape--for now. 
I feel pride--in you and in being your daughter. 
I feel excruciating sadness because I know what has to happen. 
(Don't let the grandchildren forget me. 







I am an energetic person who loves people, sea life 
and animals. 
I wonder why people don't care. 
I hear the stars whisper to me when they're 
visible. 
I see the world beginning to change -- for the 
better. 
I am an energetic person who loves people, sea 
life, and animals. 
I pretend I know what I'm talking about. 
I feel the sun warm my body and my soul. 
I touch the lives of my students. 
I worry that I won't accomplish everything I 
want to do. 
I cry for anyone who suffers, especially children. 
I am an energetic person who loves people, sea 
life, and animals. 
I understand the world is very complex. 
I say we should strive for peace--everywhere 
I dream of a world of peace, a place where everyone 
has a home and food to eat, 
I try to always be willing to grow. 
I hope everyone will have an equal chance. 
I am an energetic person who loves people, sea 
life, and animals. 
I , 
I i I I 
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I teach because 
I am called to it 









July 6, 1993 
Fellow teachers, listen and hear 
Of a journal entry from institute this year 
We began with reports from Cathy and Todd 
Accurate and agreed to by a nod. 
Lisa introduced from the heart, 
Our guest for the week, Ms, Janet Smart. 
Our regular schedule (of sorts) began, 
Announcements, an unofficial reprimand. 
Manning 
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"Be quiet, not boisterous; the door must be closed." 
Remember, our noise must be reposed. 
Needed are addresses for names that we may 
Invite to class on our Sampler Day. 
Ken to the forefront with promises true 
We'd receive our anthology assignments due. 
Ken was not yet ready to close, 
He handed certificates to Todd, Beth and Rose. 
A break was then taken, 
And Nancy, not shaken, 
Delivered the Reading-Writing Connection 
"Composing Poetry" with all kinds of direction 
A welcome break--for lunch we dismissed. 
The food, we feel, cannot be missed. 
Upon return, with our Response Group we met, 
Productive, worthwhile, not unkind--as yet. 
Roundtable topic was journals again, 
This time for students older than ten. 
As the clock ticked closer to four, 
Learned was journals should not be a bore. 
' I 
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Ode to Soldiers and the sovereign State 
Manning 
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It is my privilege to be the daughter of a Marine who 
faithfully served our country for twenty years, My father, 
along with thousands of others, fought in the Korean War and 
Vietnam Conflict. I am thankful for my brother who followed 
in my father's footsteps and took part in the Gulf War. We, 
as a nation, are indebted to these men and the multitudes of 
others who have gone before them. 
The history of our young nation reminds us of the many 
who shed their life's blood on battlefields throughout the 
world. Men and women of these United states have protected us 
in the ice-capped Arctic, in the sanguine South Pacific, in 
the hectic hot bed of Africa. Our military has also defended 
us from the fanatic forces in Europe and the awesome ogre of 
the Orient. Men and women have laid down their lives that you 
and I might fashion the type of world to which they hoped to 
return. No other country in the world is so blessed, 
How my heart pulsates with love and thankfulness when I 
hear such lyrics as "God Bless America," "My Country 'Tis of 
Thee, 11 "From the Halls of Montezuma, 11 "Caissons go Rolling 
Along," and "Anchors Away!" Each time I hear these grand old 
tunes played, I am more grateful for my heritage. 
As I study our situation today, I am often sickened at 
the apparent disrespect that is shown for the great heritage 
of our country for which so many brave and patriotic Americans 
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disobedience, forgotten spiritual foundations, neglect of Goa, 
defiance of duly constituted authority, down grading of 
military personnel, persecution of Christianity, abuse of our 
flag (which represents the great ideals of this nation) sadly 
characterize our country. Many people in our sovereign state 
demand material things without being willing to work for the 
acquisition of those things. our soldiers shed their blood. 
Is the shedding of honest sweat too much to ask in return for 
those desirous of a better life? 
The more I watch those who seem unwilling to conform to 
this self-imposed government of ours, I realize that without 
certain limitations upon our conduct, we find ourselves in a 
state of anarchy where no one has guaranteed rights or 
privileges. 
As we have celebrated our country's 217th year of 
existence, may we be ever mindful of our great Gealy heritage. 
I appreciate the men in my family who have held high the 
"torch of love of country" and have helped to perpetuate this 
grand ana glorious democracy. 
I pray, as Abraham Lincoln did long ago, II that 
government of the people, by the people, and for the people 








Writing serves many purposes. Writing reveals what the 
student feels, thinks, and reads. What could be of more 
importance for the middle school child than writing? Yet, 
this is probably one of the students' weakest skills. 
Writing is so elemental to students' education, but it is 
not something that can be taught in isolation. In order for 
students to be writers, they must be readers. They should 
respond with writing to what they read in literature. They 
should write dialogue for characters that appear in 
literature. They should model the good literature they read. 
They should write to and about authors they read. students 
should have experience writing endings and "after" stories for 
different selections. 
students also need experience in writing creatively, 
writing descriptive essays, narratives and poetry. As 
e.ducators we desire a well-rounded learning experience, and 
since writing is an all-important life skill, it must be 
practiced and developed. Can you remember a day in which you 
did not need to write? Writing is a requirement. 
First, students need the writing skills acquired in 
keeping journals, writing biographical incidents, recording 
events, and responding to literature. Middle school children 
are capable of practicing writing in all of these ways. 





required to write, the more comfortable they become as 
writers. 
Secondly, middle school students must get some response 
to their writing. I like for the students to see each other's 
papers for reaction before I see them, but students must be 
trained in how to do this process writing so that they will be 
able to respond in helpful ways, students respond to the 
content, whereas I respond to the writing style, grammar and 
content. once the students have gained confidence sharing 
their writing, effective learning can take place. 
Thirdly, students must make revisions on their own 
writing. Too often I have been guilty of grading a student's 
paper, handing it back to him, and never seeing it again. The 
student has only read what should be improved, without writing 
it again. The student misses the important step of seeing his 
writing again and making changes. This helps to build not 
only good writing habits but also self-confidence. 
Fourthly, I believe it is important that I see and grade 
the revised piece. It brings the student pleasure when I 
comment on the improvements and notice the difference from the 
first piece of writing. By this time, effective learning has 
taken place, and the writer will apply this knowledge to his 
future writings. 
As important as writing is to the student's development, 
I do not believe writing is the only task. Knowing sentence 
structure, parts of speech, and punctuation is essential to 
I I 
I I 
developing a well-rounded literate person. 
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I think the 
rudiments of grammar must be drilled and reinforced regularly 
so that a student writer can understand and participate in the 
critique of his own writing. 
Writing does serve many purposes. It can be integrated 
into a whole-language curriculum to provide successful 
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I teach because 
I would like to 
make the first 
school experi-
ence a positive 
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Field Trips For Kindergarten Teachers 
McKay 
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Kindergarten teachers are at a distinct disadvantage when 
it comes to finding out about their incoming class. Stress is 
at a maximum in kindergarten, especially at the beginning of 
the year. Tension experienced by air traffic controllers 
leads the list for stress-related jobs, and kindergarten 
teaching comes in second. 
Teachers from other grade levels rely on peer teachers 
for information about new students. The good news as well as 
the bad news spreads fast about the incoming class. 
Kindergarten teachers are not so lucky. They must rely on 
certain field trips for information gathering. With these 
facts in mind, the following information is intended for the 
industrious and brave kindergarten teachers. 
Field Trip I: Wal-Mart 
Time: Saturday morning 
Grab a shopping cart and try to blend in with the other 
Saturday morning Wal-Mart shoppers, Begin the field trip by 
checking out mothers with more than three under school age 
children. watch out for the Fruit of the Loom clad boys. 
They are usually lurking around the pet aisle. At this point, 






police sergeant proud are the most useful. With pad in hand, 
jot down notes with physical descriptions, scars, and strange 
behaviors. Strange behaviors would include the jamming of 
chubby hands into the fish tanks to catch the surprised 
guppies, Don't let the suspect out of sight. Eventually, his 
mother will miss him. Try to catch the name as he is being 
paged. These little darlings are usually asked to report to 
the snack bar where mother and the remainder of the Brady 
Bunch are stuffing themselves with cotton candy, popcorn, and 
red icies, 
Try to look unsuspicious; take a cup of ice water and 
follow them to the checkout counter. Offer to hold Mom's 
buggy while she makes out her check. The tricky part is the 
memorization of the name, address, and phone number of the 
suspect, In the fall, check your class roster for the name 
and address. If you find the kid's name on your class list, 
take a year's leave of absence and hope for a better list next 
year. 
Field Trip II: T-Ball Park 
Time: Spring-Saturday morning 
The art of T-ball for five year old children is a trip in 
itself. On Saturday morning throw on a pair of cut-off jeans, 









as possible to blend in with the team mothers. To erase 
anyone's doubt of your true identity, shout at the umpire and 
admonish him to hang his breeches on a nail. 
A note pad is not necessary for this trip. Borrow or 
rent a video camera. This makes surveillance very discreet 
and high-tech. High school coaches are a great help in 
reviewing the game film. 
Here are a few tips for filming: Zero in on the 
outfield. Film the hatless and gloveless players. Take the 
zoom lens in to the outfielders who are rolling around in 
great clouds of red dust. These are the prospective 
kindergarten students who have summe~ birthdays. smaller and 
very immature emotionally, these summer birthday boys are the 
kindergarten teachers' curse. Maybe--if you're lucky--only 
one or two of these children will be assigned to your clas_s. 
Four is an absolute maximum. Maintaining teacher sanity level 
with four of the summer birthday boys in a class is next to 
impossible. 
Remember to get shots of the pitcher, first, second, and 
third basemen. Perhaps luck will prevail. One or two of 
these kids make for a great year. School principals usually 
divide the basemen up among the older teachers. Sorry, this 









Field Trip III: Vacation Bible School 
Time: Early June 
McKay 
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Show up at any area church. Dress as the church janitor. 
With mop and bucket in hand, enter the sanctuary and ease up 
the balcony. This is not a job for the faint of heart, There 
will be no time to video or take notes. Things happen fast in 
Vacation Bible School, A bird's eye view will reveal all of 
the incoming five year olds, Baptists make viewing especially 
easy. They divide all the little cherubs by age. 
Watch for talented Bible School goers. The children who 
can balance a hymnal on their head while looking at the 
Christian flag are usually in the gifted category, Just pray 
that these types will move to another school system before the 
fall. Their mothers love to give teachers trouble because 
balancing hymnals does not fit the gifted category. 
Bible School is supposed to be a non-threatening 
environment, but there is only so much that a volunteer 
worker can take. While everyone else is memorizing Bible 
verses, commit to memory the names of the children that are 
















When school begins, smile a lot and throw around all the 
latest education/research lingo. Put out the word that 
observing and recording child behavior made for an exciting 
summer. Be vague, but imply that the data may go into your 
doctoral dissertation, Word travels fast. In about thirty 
minutes, the principal will request help with the class 













waiting to see a hand sewn seed break the warming 
cool season earth. 
Patience 
waiting to live and scream the loud wail of 
birth, 
Patience 





I thought I understood it all. 
Life was supposed to be in cookie cutter shapes, 
All the pieces fitting on the circle of life, 
No wastes, clean cut, neat, crisp. 
Then I discovered that I had rolled the dough too thin, 
too small. 
Turning to a chore, the baking nor life was fun 
anymore. 
It was painfully fragile, hard and cold. 















can others see my seamings are ripping? 
I can hear them in my ears, 
During the night at first 
McKay 
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soon, I will be hearing them in the daylight. 
I hope no one can see what a mess I am fraying into. 
"All that glitters is not gold. 11 
"Pretty is as pretty does." 
I am aware that I am ripping, but 
I've lost my needle and thread. 
"Bad girl, your guts have spilled." 




























·wHA T: First grade 
WHEN: 23 years 


























Alarm sounds, drowsy scrambling on two feet, 
Dashing, splashing, nibbling, Hurry! 
Rush hour traffic on roads and streets, 
Flashing lights, sirens screaming, Whoa! 
All day listening, talking, writing, 
Reading, sharing, gaining, planning, 
Snacking, breaking, acting and laughing--
We're all as busy as can be, 
Day has ended; traffic's clear 
Home again--unwinding 
Kneeling, digging, weeding, watering 
Soothing hands into earth's soil 




















The Best Storyteller 
Morris 
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Granny Rose was the best storyteller in Davis Village. 
Every Sunday after church, as many children as could 
throughout the village would make their way to Granny Rose's 
house for storytime. The first child to reach Granny's house 
would have first choice of the story he wanted to hear. Ricky 
Lee would always get there first. 
Ricky would boast and stick out his chest. No one would 
dare stand up to Ricky. He was the tallest boy in the 
village. He'd brag, telling a 11 of the other children, 
"Nobody can run faster than me! 11 Now this started a rumor 
among the other children. "Have you heard! 11 or "I hear Ricky 
Lee can outrun anybody! No one can beat Ricky running. Ricky 
runs faster than a roadrunner!" 
Pretending I didn't know what they were saying, I stamped 
my foot and slowly walked away. "Oh shoot! I can beat Ricky. 
I know I can." 
I promised myself that someday I would be the one to have 
Granny Rose tell my choice of story first. I was going to 
beat that Ricky Lee! I really knew I could do it. "I'll do 
it! I'll do it! I'll do it! I just have to beat him getting 
to Granny's house just one time." 
Bewildered, as I walked slowly home, "Flick!" Quicker 
than a bolt of lightning streaking across the sky in the mist 
of a summer rainstorm, it hit me. Flashing right before my 
I 1 
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very eyes, there it was, as if an explosion of dynamite 
ignited. The most wonderful thought came to me. This Sunday 
I could get an early start to Granny's house. Instead of 
having dinner right after church with the family, I could go 
straight to her after church, Then, I would already be there 
when Ricky Lee walked in. 
coming a bit earlier, 
Anyway, Granny wouldn't mind my 
Granny was a fragile, sweet, kind old widow who lived 
alone. Her husband had died years before, and her children 
lived in another state, but came to visit her regularly. She 
had lived to see generations of children come and go. 
Everyone thought the world of her, because she was never too 
busy to stop and lend an ear to those in need, She loved 
having children stop by and chat. She said we brightened her 
day, and she wouldn't feel so lonesome when we were there. 
Before church, I told Mother of my plan. After a moment 
of thinking to herself, she smiled and said, "What a good 
idea. You can have dinner later, but you'll have to promise 
that you will eat all of our turnip greens!" 
"Yuk," I said. I hated turnip greens with a passion. I 
almost wanted to change my mind, but I didn't. 
said that I had to be home before dark. 
Also, Mama 
The path that I had to take to Granny Rose's seemed 
spooky sometimes. But no child would dare take the trail 
















Grabbing my jacket and saying goodbye to Mama, I whistled 
for Jo Jo, my dog; Jo Jo and I went everywhere together. We 
raced toward Granny's. 
Today, I'd be the very first one to get there. Within my 
heart for some reason, I knew I would! 
Running briskly and looking back occasionally, I wanted 
to make sure that Ricky was not behind me. He was nowhere in 
sight. So on and on I walked, sometimes running. It seemed as 
if a driving force within me thundered (it was really my heart 
beating faster) giving me the will power like that of a little 
tugboat pulling a great ocean steamliner, saying "You'll do 
it. Today you will. You will. You will.'' 
Finally, I reached Granny Rose's house. 
breathless, I leaped up the steps onto the porch. 
Almost 
From a 
distance, Granny had seen me coming and was waiting at the 
door. 
"My dear child," she called, "how glad I am to see you! 
Come right on in. 11 
"Granny Rose?," I asked, hardly getting the words out. 
"Am I the first one here today?" 
Leading me to a place to sit down, so that I could catch 
a breath of air, Granny smiled and said, "You most certainly 
are. But, have you forgotten that this is the big day for the 
One Day circus? I thought you would all be there." 
I had forgotten. catching my breath for just a moment, 






said, "Granny, I'd rather you tell me a story anyday than to 
go the circus. Besides, not only will I have first choice of 
a story, I get to hear as many as I want." 
That day, just Granny and I enjoyed our storytime 
together. If Ricky Lee only knew how much fun we had that 
day, he would have never gone to the circus. 
This is the story that I would always ask Granny Rose to 
tell: 
THE NIGHT CRYING CREATURE 
'High in the mountains there lived a strange creature, 
At night, this creature would always make its way to the 
valley below, and it would make loud crying noises, Sometimes 
there would be more than one sound as if there were more than 
one of the creatures. The moan or a whining was like a 
childs: Eeeee •• ,! 
The farmers and other people who lived in the valley 
would never come out after dark, nor would they allow the 
children to play their favorite late evening games for fear of 
running into this creature, No one had really seen it, yet 
everyone feared it, 
Late one evening as the clouds began to fold, Farmer Toms 
was rounding up his sheep. He had noticed that a baby lamb 
had wandered far in the distance. It was headed in the 
opposite direction, straight toward the mountains. 
"I know what I'll do," thought Farmer Toms. "I'll finish 
rounding up these sheep, and then I'll see if Old Man Jim 
Ellis will go with me, to help me find my lamb." 
In the meantime, skies continued to fold, drawing the 
close of another day, for it would soon be dark. 
Farmer Toms knew that if he was going to find the lamb, 
he'd have to start looking right away. He didn't want night 
to catch him, in fear of coming in contact with the moaning 
creature. He also feared the creature would catch his lost 
lamb and kill it. And too, he had never left his family alone 
much at night. What if this creature came to his farm while 
he was away? He didn't know what to think. 
So, after all the sheep were rounded up, he went into the 
house to tell his wife what he had to do. After listening, 
she handed him his hat as he got his shotgun. He really 





"Be very careful honey," cautioned his wife, "We'll be 
all right. 11 She walked him to the door and waved to him as he 
left for Jim Ellis' farm. 
As he drove along the road, he began to think to himself 
aloud. "What would I do if I really did see that creature? 
Would it see Jim and me before we'd see it?" He still didn't 
know what to think. 
When he reached Jim Ellis' farm, he saw Jim walking back 
from the barn, It seemed as if Jim had finished his chores 
for the evening, and he'd caught him at the right time. 
Calling Jim as he entered the yard, "Jim, hey Jim!" he 
called as he entered. "I have a lost lamb that strayed away 
from the flock. It was headed toward the mountains. I wonder 
if you'd help me look for it?" 
Now Jim would never tell Toms no, for they had been 
friends for a very long time. They had been helping one 
another and looking out for each other ever since they had 
moved there, They lived just down the road a piece from each 
other. 
Jim answered, "Wait, Toms! Let me tell the missus, and 
get my things. I don't want her to be worried." 
They left and were headed for the mountains, each trying 
to figure out which path to take once they had gotten there. 
Both were wondering if they would run into this dreadful 
creature that everyone was so afraid of. 
Finally Old Man Toms stopped the car at the foot of the 
mountain, and they both looked carefully around them as they 
opened the door to get out. This was the same place Toms had 
seen the lamb heading. 
As they got out of the truck, Jim said, "Let's split up, 
You go that way, and I'll go this way. Maybe one of us will 
find the lamb before it gets too dark." 
Now Old Man Toms didn't really want to split up, but he 
said okay anyhow. Agreeing to meet back at the truck at a 
certain time, the two of them went their separate ways. 
In the distance, Jim could hear the lamb crying, or so he 
thought, as he walked slowly along the path. Darkness 
continued to draw near. 
"Eeee,,,!" could be heard in the far distance, 
"Where can that sound be coming from?" he asked himself 
over and over, He stopped to listen again. This time, he 
could hear that this was not the cry of a baby lamb. This was 
the sound he had heard night after night. Now this really had 
Jim worried and afraid. 
After a while, Toms had found his lamb and was headed 
back to the truck. When he got there, old man Jim was nowhere 
to be found. Now this caused old Man Toms to really worry. 
After tying the lamb to a small branch, he took off again to 
find his friend, Jim, The sky had overcast into darkness, but 
Jim was his friend. He had to go back, He couldn't leave him 
there. After all Jim had agreed to come with him. 
I I 
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So off Toms went, back into the mountains calling, "Jim! 
Jim! Jim Ellis!" Shining his light here and there, he looked 
and looked, but Jim was still nowhere to be found. 
In the meantime, Jim was still following the sound he 
heard; that whining and moanful sound like that of a child. 
He had realized it was not that of a baby lamb. 
As he crept closer and closer, with his light in one 
hand, and his loaded gun in the other, he was ready to protect 
himself. 
Looking through the brush, he could see a nanny and her 
two kids peeking at him from behind a huge boulder. The nanny 
was making the same sounds that he and the other neighbors had 
heard before. 
"So this is the sound we've been hearing in the night," 
Jim chuckled to himself. "No one will be afraid to come out 
now at night. I bet these animals could not find water and 
would wait until nightfall to come down to drink from the 
animal stalls. No one's going to believe this." 
Toms yelled again, "Jim, where are you?" This time Jim 
answered, "Here Toms, over here! Come see what I've found. 
You won't believe this!" 
When Toms reached Jim, he was really amazed. "Where did 
they come from, Jim?" he asked. 
"I'll be darned if I know, Toms," replied Jim. "We'll 
load them on the truck and tomorrow we will find out who they 
belong to, 11 
on the way back home, the two old farmers chatted about 
how the folks would be glad to know that they had found the 
crying night creatures. They would also be glad to know that 
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The Drug store, Buster, and Me. 
Newman 
97 
I suppose that every small town in Alabama in the 1950's 
probably had an unofficial gathering place. There were no 
community or civic centers, but people seemed to gravitate 
toward a single spot. In our town, it was my father's drug 
store. This was the one place where almost everyone in town 
paid a daily visit. No, there wasn't that much need for 
medicine, but the soda fountain area was a natural meeting 
spot for sharing coffee and news. Of course, any calamity or 
crisis brought folks there--they seemed to take comfort in 
being together in their "home away from home. 11 We had a 
number of regular customers (in another setting they would be 
called bar flies) who spent most of their days there nursing 
cups of coffee and "chewing the fat. 11 I say we because, from 
the time I was eight years old, I worked in Daddy's store. 
No, it was not always by choice that I was there, and I was 
really chafed by the job when I was in high school. However, 
I realize now what a remarkable opportunity I had to observe 
the passing spectacle of man and all the vagaries of human 
nature. What a delight these memories bring to me now! I 
really wish that I could remember all of it--there might be a 
best-seller lurking in there somewhere. 
Almost as predictable as the town's meeting place was the 
existence of a town "character." Usually, he was a man who 










good intentions (especially those vows made at least once a 
year at the tent revival meeting). Most of the time he kept 
his good humor, and when sober he showed a degree of common 
sense that was well above average. His losing battle with the 
bottle often produced incidents that were treasured, told and 
re-told, and elevated to their own places in the town's folk-
lore. our town had such a character--Buster Morton. 
Buster had, at one time, been a hard-working citizen with 
a fairly responsible job. However, by the time I knew him, he 
had retired and was living on a pension--which he quickly 
"drank up" after the first of every month. His wife, Flo, 
brought in some extra cash by selling milk, butter, and eggs 
garnered from the few animals they were able to keep. One of 
the earliest Buster stories I can remember had to do with Flo 
and the cows. 
Late one spring afternoon, Buster shuffled into the drug 
store looking unusually downcast. The gleam in his eyes told 
us that he and the DT's had been recent companions. He 
slumped in a chair, sighed audibly, and looked very troubled. 
Daddy asked, "What's the matter, Buster?" 
"Flo ain't gonna have no more milk and butter, it don't 
look like, 'cause them dam' monkeys is milkin' them cows dry 
ever' night!" 
"What monkeys?" 
"Why, all them monkeys over at the swimmin' pool. They 






they's too many of them dam' monkeys in there, and they ain't 
no way they can git all of them out! 11 
explanation, 
was Buster's 
It does seem a little sad now as I think back on it, but 
at that time we all had a good laugh. I don't think it was 
because we were unfeeling; I think it was just that Buster 
always told his stories in such a serious tone, He made them 
seem almost believable, 
My very favorite Buster memory, though, is the one when 
he had the last laugh, or at least the best punch line. One 
Saturday afternoon, several men were at the drugstore watching 
a baseball game on T,V. Oh yes, we had the first, and, for a 
long time, the only T,V, in town. It was a Zenith with a 
thirteen-inch round screen. What a wonder! on Friday nights 
we'd have sixty or more men in there watching boxing, Anyway, 
on this Saturday afternoon, the town know-it-all, Leon White, 
had been holding forth with his opinions on every conceivable 
subject. Suddenly, Buster came charging through the door 
yelling, "BEWARE! Ya'll had better BEWARE! They's Gypsies 
all over town selling Self-Rising Coffee Makers!'' 
Leon, with his own special mocking tone asked, "Self-
Rising Coffee Makers, Buster?" and then he laughed. 
Buster heard the laugh, turned to Leon, and warned, "By 
God, don't laugh, Leon White. Your wife just bought one!" 
Thanks for the memories, Buster. 
i 






There are some who have trouble understanding the 
workings and uses of lasers. Not so with me. Long before 
Maiman built his first ruby laser, I had experienced laser 
power. Mine was not a scientific encounter performed in a 
laboratory. No, the site of my initiation to the laser 
concept was the First Baptist Church, and the operator of 
power was my mother--she of the laser eyes. 
The church was very important to my family, and we didn't 
miss many services. Mother and Daddy always sang in the 
choir, so we didn't sit together during the worship service. 
Daddy's bass voice put him on the back row and out of my line 
of vision. However, Mother was right there in the front row 
with the other altos, and her eyes were always on me. If I 
even looked like I might misbehave--too much wiggling, or 
writing on the church envelopes, or coughing too much--there 
were those eyes boring into me. (The reader will note that 
talking or giggling were not even possibilities). One slight 
mistake and I could see her beam homing in on me just like 
Eagle-Eye Fleegal's "double whammy." I was usually slightly 
surprised that there was no smell of scorched clothing or sign 
of singed fabric where her gaze torched me. The silence that 
accompanied the "stare" was a bit surprising too. 






electrical sparks would have been appropriate as she seared 
me. 
I never found out what really would have happened if I 
hadn't straightened up. I knew full well that any continued 
misbehavior would bring about my own destruction and possibly 
that of most of the western world. After all, my mother was 
a powerful woman and not one to be crossed! 
Most people seem to fear the knowledge that God is 
watching their every move. I truly understand that fear, for 








Bare dun branches scratching pewter skies. 
Broom sage, broken-headed, standing watch. 
Dirty clouds straining anemic sunlight. 
Rain drizzling in chilling curtains. 
Sad season of brown and gray--
Damp, desolate, deadened. 
Cotton-wool clouds dusting azure heavens. 
Frost crystals icing the morning lawn. 
Rainbow tobaggans popcorning down a walk. 
Newman 
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Brave pansies beaming purple and yellow smiles. 
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Denial and Acceptance 
Owens-Molan 
104 
"The Almond Tree" creates a realistic narrative about 
John stallworthy as it reveals the process of his personal 
growth. Through this poem, Stallworthy stumbles through the 
birth, the denial, and the acceptance of his son. The almond 
tree leads Stallworthy through this life journey which begins 
in a car on the way to the hospital. 
"Green peppermint lights" expedite the anxious driver's 
pursuit to the hospital. The driver perceives himself as "the 
lucky prince in an enchanted wood. 11 The wintering trees in 
full spring bloom evoke a fairy tale allusion, with the winter 
symbolizing something iet unborn and the spring symbolizing a 
new birth. 
The serpentine road swings the two people "from bend to 
bend" as the passengers sit with tl)_e "blood. . running . . 
through the delta and arches of bright bone. 11 
Children, through childbirth, . an act which has gone on for 
"centuries'' across all ''continents,'' are thrust into this 
world with an "unmapped end; 11 Everyone is given life with the 
ability to make choices, and choices map our future. 
It is during the crossing of Magdalin Bridge in Oxford 
when stallworthy wishes aloud, "Let it be a son, a son." The 
reader might be reminded of Aesop's moral: "We would often be 
sorry if our wishes were granted. 11 The soon-to-be father sets 
a distant tone by referring to himself as "the man in the 





"up its hand" as the "bells" shake their blessings through 
song as they congratulate the father on the drive to the 
hospital. 
stallworthy parks under the "almond's shadow blossom." 
The tree waves him "upstairs with a child's hand" to where 
the birth will take place. The slow walk to the "bone-white" 
corridors begins at "the spinal stair." The much desired 
birth takes place, and Stallworthy reflects on the miracle of 
birth where "both you make one," The baby is "welcomed" and 
enveloped in a "white sheet" symbolizing security and 
innocence. The oceanic terms which describe the baby's birth 
give the reader a sense of movement simulating the "blood 
tide" swinging and "waves beat[ing)" upon the "bone coast," 
Stallworthy considers the baby to be his "best poem" yet. 
The calm, adoring atmosphere is "scissored" by a bell, 
and the automatic sliding doors be9ome "slicing doors." The 
doctor tells Stallworthy that the son for which he wished so 
hard is a "mongol, 11 a person with almond-shaped eyes who is 
affected with the congenital condition of Down's Syndrome. 
Stallworthy feels an intense pain after finding out that 
he and his son will never experience the same type of 
relationship which was anticipated earlier. The "bullet" or 
shocking news brings on the mourning process. stall worthy 
identifies with a crashing pilot plummeting to his death. His 
life appears to be crumbling like the plane, The shock takes 
away the pain, but all stages of mourning must take place, so 




where he stations himself on the hospital ceiling. After 
the painful emotional struggle, Stallworthy accepts this 
situation as the newborn baby's "numbered cot" floats away 
like a departing boat which has never been in nor will ever 
return to stallworthy's logical, adult "kingdom." This baby 
will never become a man. 
The same almond tree that waves Stallworthy up the sta.irs 
is now waving him down to reality. He refers to himself as 
"my late self" because he comes out of this grieving process 
as an emotion\\lly changed man, never to enjoy just mere 
existence again. Stallworthy can accept this feat because the 
love for his son has emotionally set him free,· 
feeling pain, one can feel no joy. 
The Almond Tree 
- John Stallworthy 
All the way to the hospital 
the lights were green as peppermints, 
Trees of black iron broke into leaf 
ahead of me, as if 
I were lhe lucky prince 
in an enchanted wood 
summoning summer with my whistle, 
banishing winter with a nod, 
Swung by the road from bend to bend, 
I was aware that the blood was running 
down through the delta of my wrist 
and under arches 
of bright bone, Centuries, 
continents it had crossed; 
from an undisclosed beginning 
spiralling to an unmapped end, 
II 
Crossing (at sixty) Magdalen Bridge 
Lei II be a so11, a son, said 
the man in the driving mirror, 
Lei II be a son, The tower 
held up its hand: the college 
bells shook 1heir blessings on his head, 
Ill 
I parked in an almond's 
sha~ow blossom, for the tree 
was waving, waving me 
upstairs with a child's hands, 
Up 
the spinal slair 
and at the top 
along 
a bone-white corridor 
the blood tide swung 
me swung me to a room 
whose walls shuddered 
with the shuddering womb. 
Under the sheet 
wave after wave, wave 
af\er wave beat 




minted my bright farthing! 
Coined by our love, stamped with 
our images, how you 
enrich us! Both 
you make one, Welcome 
Without 
I I , 
to your white sheet, 
my best poem! 
V 
At seven-thirty 
the visitors' bell 
scissored the calm 
of the corridors, 
The doctor walked with me 
to the slicing doors. 
His hand upon my ann, 
his voice--/ have to tell you--
set another bell 
beating in my head: 
your son is a mongol 
the doctor said. 
VI 
How easily lhe word went in--olean as a bullet 
leaving no mark on the skin, 
stopping the heart within ii, 
This was my first death, 
The 'f ascending on a slow 
last thennal breath 
studied the man below 
as a pilot treading air might 
the buckled shell of his plane--
boot, glove, and helmet 
feeling no pain 
from the snapped wires' readiant ends. 
Looking down from a thousand feet 
I held four walls in the lens 
of an eye; wall, window, the street 
a torrent of windscreens, my own 
care under its almond tree, 
and the almond waving me down. 
I wrestled agaisnt gravity, 
but light was melting and the gulf 
cracked open. Unfamiliar 
the body of my late self 
I carred to the car. 
VII 
The hospital--its heavy freight 
Owens-Molan 
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lashed down ship-shape ward over ward--
steamed Into night with some on board 
soon to be lost If the desperate 
(!harts were known, Olhers would come 
altered to land or find the land altered, 
At their voyage's end 
some would be added to, some 
diminished, In a numbered cot 
my son sailed from me; 
never to come ashore into my kingdom 
speaking my language. Better not 
look that way. The almond tree 
was beautiful in labour. 
Blood~dark, quickening bud after bud split, 
flower after flower shook free. 
On the dark wind a pale 
face floated. Out of reach, Only when the buds, all the 
buds, were broken would the lree be in full sail. 
In labour the tree was becoming itself. 
I, too, rooted in the earth 
and ringed by the darkness, from the death 
of my self saw my self blooming, 
wrenched from the caul of my thirty 
years growing, 
fath'ered by son, 
unkindly in a season 
by love shattered and set free. 






Oh, pearly star so far from here, 
Please shower me with light so dear, 
Your lustrous body shines alone 
Against the velvet night, 
Shrouding the earth in foggy mist, and 
Floating in an endless sea, 
I reach to touch your silky site 
Enveloped by your mystic swells, 
sitting there on mounds of blue, 




Why do I feel so truly blue? 
Where are you when I need you? 
How this fortnight makes complete, 
When all comes tumbling to my feet? 
I try and try with all my might, 
Owens-Molan 
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My "Will" grants nothing. Through your sight, 
I will, I will, I know today, 
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Stir fond emotions. 
Cherished lines of wisdom 
Wrinkle their skin. 







Winning the game. 
Real knowledge 









The physician's detached words were very nearly inaudible 
as he stated routinely, "We have to know now. If a ventilator 
is going to be used, we have to do it now." With only a 
moment's hesitation that seared my very soul, I quietly 
replied, "No. 11 Just as quickly I thought, 11 0h God, I don't 
want to let him go. 11 I anxiously hurried back to Granddaddy's 
side and began the hand massage that only minutes earlier had 
been interrupted when the physician had asked the family to 
step outside the room. He explained the prognosis--out of 
earshot from the precious life that was so quietly slipping 
away. 
I rubbed Granddaddy's hand, almost roughly, realizing 
that I longed to give him my strength as he had so often done 
for me. I placed my mouth to his ear and reminded him how 
much I loved him. In my heart I prayed that he had not 
noticed the absence of his only child--the lifelong absence of 
his son, my father. Since my grandmother's death, thirteen 
years ago, I had desperately tried to fill what I believed to 
be an enormous void in my granddaddy's life. To comfort him 
was all I knew, yet I felt so inept. 
My eyes were fixed on the monitors that coldly and 
mechanically reminded me that his physical years were nearing 
an end. His existence hovered faintly in the air. I sensed 






was seeing now. 
Partrick 
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It was almost as if he were being given final 
instructions while an eternal resting place was being 
prepared, 
The agony that Alzheimer's had created seemed to be 
finally letting go, and yet I felt frustrated that he could 
not tell us what he wanted us to know, 
The numbers and the lines on the monitors suddenly 
plummeted to zero and then raced upward erratically before 
stopping. Frantically, I whispered in his ear, "Goodbye, I 
love you so. 11 
As if for the first time all morning, I saw my 
granddaddy's wife sitting in a daze by his other side. Next 
to her, the pink little faces of my beautiful blonde-haired 
girls watched with tears streaming down their cheeks. I was 
sorry for their pain. This was their first close experience 
with death. I was so involved with my own pain that I could 
barely sense the pain of others. I walked across the room to 
embrace them, and they hugged me tightly. Because words were 
inadequate, we stood in silence. 
The nurses asked the family to leave the room so that 
Granddaddy's death could be confirmed. While they unhooked 
monitors and removed the needle from his arm, the reality of 
the moment began to demand acceptance. 
As the small family left the hospital, I noticed that 
there seemed to be a comforting soul for everyone. My father-




that he would attend to their needs, Granddaddy's wife left 
with her niece. The pastor and the minsters of music, who had 
come to the hospital in the wee morning hours, also left 
together, Not one had to leave alone. As soon as the others 
had gone, I hurried back to my granddaddy's side. "Once 
again, it's you and me, Granddaddy. I won't leave you," As 
I laid my hand upon his chest, I had to convince myself that 
the heart would beat no more, His life had ended, and yet 






One of the simpler and more successful writing activities 
my students participated in this year was an impromptu 
language experience activity. Ideas for the writing activity 
centered around a large mystery item. 
Two junior high boys arrived at my back door, struggling 
with a rather large cardboard box. The boys were asked to 
leave the box on the floor in the back of my classroom. 
Immediately, the room was humming with inquiries about the 
unexpected package. 
Second grade curiosity can be intense when an "unknown" 
enters the classroom. I knew I had to seize the writing 
opportunity that had surfaced. Using my initial observations 
of the "box," I began quizzing the students to heighten their 
interest. The students quickly began examining the box and 
verbalizing their ideas. 
Most of our discussion centered around why the box had 
been sent, its appearance, and origination. I probably heard 
more adjectives during this fifteen minute span than I did all 
year in my struggle to encourage descriptive and detailed 
writing. The students were very verbal as they expressed 
their thoughts. Telisha exclaimed, "It's greasy." "It says 











After a lively discussion of first impressions, the 
students were asked to write about what they thought was 
inside the box, paying attention to the clues which led them 
to that conclusion. I also asked the students to draw a 
picture of what they thought was inside the box. The students 
spent about twenty minutes writing and drawing, and then each 
student shared his work with the class. 
The pictures were colorful, and the writing was 
descriptive. students' original and unique work revealed 
their excitement. Ideas ranged from popcorn to books to 
crispy chicken fingers. The students gathered around the box. 
The enigma was over when I opened the box and revealed the 
contents--an old, worn-out set of encyclopedias. The shabby 
contents did not dim the fun that we shared on that "normal" 
school day when the mystery box appeared. Youthful curiosity 
generated such enthusiasm that the students viewed these 
almost-discarded materials with great interest. The suspense 
successfully transformed a dreary container of obsolete 
encyclopedias into a treasure chest and students into 
adventure seeking pirates. As students eagerly selected 
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I am a sensitive woman who is romantic. 
I wonder about the magic between man and woman. 
I hear love's melody and romance calling. 
I see the sun's warming glow, a meadow of 
wildflowers, and you by my side. 
I want peace, serenity, and contentment in my life. 
I am a sensitive woman who is romantic. 
I pretend that all is right in my world. 
I feel euphoric at day's end and calm--like 
darkness settling in. 
I touch your face, your hand and ask myself, "Is 
this forever?" 
I worry about the decay of values and morals that 
might disrupt my world. 
I cry when I see or read about violence destroying 
life's beauty and meaning. 
I am a sensitive woman who is romantic. 
I understand the world is not perfect. 
I say, "God is on His throne; everything will 
be all right." 
Ray 
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I dream of an interlude of peaceful, romantic weekends. 
I try to appease those around me until I am 
without form and non-existent. 
I hope for a brighter tomorrow. 














Over the hurdle of babyhood 
Between childhood and adulthood 
Against parental guidance 
Beneath the weight 
Of responsibility 
I struggle. 
Along life's journey 

























Driven, driven by some inner need to excel. 
The intense passion to win surpasses enjoyment 
of the act. What in your childhood drove you 
to this obsession? 
Driven, driven by a compulsion to cram life 
into a small time capsule--to experience so 
soon life's varied profferings. What do you 
know that others do not? 
Driven, driven to bring pleasure and enjoyment 
to others; to provide and protect those you 
Ray 
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hold dear. An idol for little girls, a soulmate 
for a wife, a confidante for a friend. 
Driven, driven to learn trades that reflect who 
you are. Repairer of sophisticated equipment; 
builder of houses and fences; mender of broken 
toys, appliances, and hearts; counselor to 




Driven to love you when I see you so 


















As soon as we sat down under the tent, a summer breeze 
from the lone hickory tree gently touched us with soothing 
kindness, This simple act of nature brought a long-sought 
peaceful respite to my soul for the first time in over a 
month. We were laying to rest the man I had adored all my 
life, yes, even throughout my adult life. This was the man 
who had compassionately guided me through the teen years when 
pressure seemed insurmountable, who had gently nudged me 
through college when academic demands seemed overwhelming, who 
had counseled me when my marriage seemed like a colossal 
failure. 
This beautiful Greek-god like person was a man of nature • 
He believed that God had a plan for the world to live in peace 
and harmony. That plan could be found in nature: the harmony 
of life found in the seas and oceans, the soil sustaining 
man's life, and man's relationship to the soil, Dad believed 
that man should emulate the harmony of nature. He believed 
that living in harmony and oneness with nature was living with 
God. He never studied the great themes of literature; he 
simply lived them. 
This man had faced many adversities in his lifetime, yet 
he was not a bitter man. A private man but not bitter, He 












only that he be treated with the same dignity. He had his 
favorites--! was one. Injustice did not triumph when this 
champion of righteousness was around. He gave no big 
speeches, no grandiose display of emotion, no accusation 
toward the wrongdoer; he just moved gently toward the 
offended, a reassuring hand on the shoulder, kindly steering 
in another direction the wronged person. This man was always 
present when life's daily walk became confused and too 
burdensome to continue. He was never didactic; he guided us 
back to accomplishing the task at hand. How would I manage? 
You see, this was my dad to whom we were saying goodbye. 
Dad had gone into the hospital for open-heart surgery a 
little over a month earlier. Little did he or I know that 
this hospital would be his last residence on earth. I 
witnessed a beautiful soul contending with the harshness of a 
grueling hospital confinement. Dad displayed a stoicism that 
only he could. He was a kind, sweet, patient, never 
complaining. We never talked about Dad's dying. Complication 
upon complication clearly proclaimed that the road to 
recovery and good health was long and would demand patience. 
Oh, how many times did I tell him I loved him? Several each 
day. He always told me he loved me. Even when the respirator 
impeded a verbal declaration, Dad would blink his eyes three 














Life was paramount in Dad's existence. He drove the sick 
to the doctor, drove their loved ones to visit them. He 
visited the sick; he visited the lonely, He took the homeless 
into his home. He never claimed to be a Christian; he never 
tried to prove he was a Christian; he never "toted a Bible" 
quoting scriptures; he lived the Christian life. 
Dad did not pamper me with material possessions. He 
pampered me with his time, his love, his sage advise so timely 
and unobtrusively given. He attended every school function I 
was in. He never demanded but inspired the best. This 
wonderful, caring person taught self-esteem, social etiquette, 
work ethic, kindness, love for others, and Christianity. 
The breeze touched me again, reassuring me that Dad was 
truly one with nature, Life's journey had held many trials 
for him, yet he had persevered, The warm, gentle breeze 
became synonymous with kindness and love that had always been 


































I teach to keep 
myself in touch 
with the world 









Pearls Before swine 
The demanding buzz of the doorbell called me from my 
daughter's piano lesson. I hurried to the gate and pushed it 
open. The old slide bolt with its painted end almost skewered 
me as I stepped into the opening. Experience had taught me never 
to allow anyone through until his business was stated. At the 
moment I felt like John Wayne "heading them off at the pass." 
An almost toothless grin greeted me. It was the gray-
haired octogenarian who had frequented our house twice a week 
since we had arrived. Her tiny feet planted firmly on the dirt 
path next to the rock wall, she positioned her small body 
between the compound and the eyes of interested passers-by in 
the street. 
In the past when I saw who was at the gate, I would send 
the amah, or I would quickly run to the kitchen for the garbage 
bag. After returning to hand her the remains of the three 
previous days, I would go inside, Today, however, I felt an 
irresistible urge to watch this time-honored labor, even though 
the Beethoven of the kindergarten set waited. 
I pulled the gate shut and stood quietly as she pushed the 
two wheeled cart with apparent ease onto the room-sized grassy 
area. The connoisseur of cans, the selectress of scraps, the 
garbage gourmet began her ritual with postulate's devotion. 
Five piles quickly took shape. 
became pile number one. Cardboard, 
Bottle and other glass 








compiled group two, while plastic containers and bags became 
pile three. Next came the tin cans or the aluminum ones which 
would become cooking stoves. The edible scraps composed the 
last and smallest collection. Tangible traces of our lives for 
the three days since her last visit lay on display for all to 
see, but not for long. 
A veteran mail clerk could not have matched the ease nor 
speed with which goods were separated according to her plan. As 
the final items were placed with care in the appropriate piles, 
an almost imperceptible smile began to crease the corners of the 
almond-eyes and to curve the edges of the thin lips. swiftly 
stuffing the piles onto huge plastic bags, she swung them into 
the cart. 
collection. 
I expected a gooey mess under each classified 
However, to my amazement, as the last items 
disappeared into its assigned receptacle, the only evidence of 
the brief operation, a few coffee grounds, lay in the grass. 
Quickly and expertly a bottle of disinfectant was called 
into action from its assigned place under the cart. A swift, 
thorough sponging restored her sanitary condition. She removed 
her elbow length rubber gloves and began to push the cart. 
Turning to me with kindness in her smile and dollar signs in her 
eyes, she thanked me with a bow in the timeless tradition of the 
Chinese. Suddenly the Biblical saying "Cast not your pearls 
before swine" inverted in my mind. I realized that to her our 
garbage was pearls. 
. i 
I I That Cluster of Cherries 
Schlatter 
127 
A woven reed basket from the Philippines rested on the 
pine sideboard gracing the window of the small seaside antique 
shop. Shops like this one had been one of my favorite haunts 
for many years. They harbored familiar yet oft-forgotten 
contributions of the past, collected by chance from many 
sources for browsers to enjoy and to remember. 
Light from sterile fluorescent fixtures spilled onto the 
warm, honey-colored wooden surface which over the years had 
been polished to an almost liquid look by gauzy dust cloths 
and furniture polish. careful, contrived weaving of the 
basket was mirrored by the surface, As I enjoyed the contrast 
and beauty of the two well-crafted items, I peered into the 
basket. Nestled inside, among potpourri bags of apple and 
cinnamon scents and fruit of various types made from bright 
calicoes, lay a cluster of ornamental cherries. 
Attention to detail by the craftsman was obvious as I 
noticed the leaves in varying intensity of green, subtly 
blended to simulate real leaves. One leaf was even partially 
curled to mimic a late-bloomer. The effect evoked images from 
an almost forgotten time thirty years before. 
Days so important when they were being experienced moment 
by moment had been replaced by more recent memories, alive and 
intrusive. Yet, that moment, a memory of my native Alabama 




mind's eye. I saw again a red brick, three-story public 
school on Chocolocco Street. Clusters of small children 
seemed to erupt from the grassy playground surrounding the 
imposing center of this sphere of knowledge like bunches of 
wild onions or dandelions on a sometime-tended lawn. 
Each day the adoring little girls waited near the side 
entrance for the object of their adoration. Always at the 
same time, Mrs. Stanford arrived, She walked down the hill 
from her home in one of her stylish ensembles, so carefully 
selected. conventions more or less required a school teacher 
to wear two-piece suits of linen or cotton in warm weather and 
wool in colder seasons. They were usually blue, green, pink, 
or beige hues. A pastel or white blouse completed the outfit. 
Ornamentation was rare. An occasional lace collar, silk lapel 
flower, embroidered handkerchief, or heirloom lavaliere served 
as the only accessory to these otherwise customary uniforms. 
Mrs, Stanford had the usual jewelry and floral touches 
for her conventional attire. However, on several occasions, 
she wore the most beautiful and unusual addition to the 
traditional clothing--a cluster of ruby-red, enameled cherries 
complete with stems and leaves. 
Children my age were divided into three first-grade 
classes. I was--by the grace of God, or someone who knew 
best--in Mrs. Stanford's room. She was in great demand by 
many parents because, over the years, older siblings had 
I ! 
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looked with eagerness to the day when they could join the 
ranks of the chosen. I was one. 
Although Mrs. Stanford had no children of her own by 
birth, she had "mothered" hundreds by the time I came into her 
care. She was loved, admired, respected, and, on occasion, 
feared, by a mischievous six-year-old who would incur a small 
measure of wrath reserved for classroom offenses. All thirty-
odd of her charges shared these unwavering feelings toward 
Mrs. Stanford. 
We were, to the best of my memory, almost equally divided 
into numbers of boys and girls. Mrs. Stanford encouraged and 
admired the little boys, recognizing their strong wills and 
needs to take charge. But she loved and nurtured the little 
girls. In many small ways, she provided leadership 
opportunities and equal time for recognition of the 
achievements of the feminine class members. She was surrogate 
mother, unfailing friend, talent scout and promoter, as well 
as fashion plate, to the young ladies in her charge. 
As days passed and each child met the challenges of 
school life, our successes were heralded by being given 
chores, duties or responsibilities to honor our growing 
independence and sense of achievement. For the young ladies, 
the opportunity to wear the fashion fruit for a portion of the 





The day I had awaited finally came. It was my turn to 
wear the cherries. Mrs. Stanford called me to her as we 
gathered at the front of the room for the reading circle. I 
stood eye to eye with her since she was seated in one of the 
miniature chairs provided for the first graders. I was so 
dazzled by the moment I could hardly look at her. She pinned 
the cherries onto my homemade, feedsack dress with all the 
ceremony usually accorded knights at a dubbing ceremony. All 
day I would be several inches taller because of this honor. 
No privilege in my school days made so positive an impact as 
that opportunity to wear the cherries pin. 
The cotton dress is gone except for scraps of remembrance 
in a patchwork quilt. My fresh, eager classmates populate the 
far reaches of the earth. But the moment, that moment when I 
was singled out by my teacher, lives on. In my heart and in 
my soul, I want to be the kind of teacher and person Mrs. 






Transcendentalism! The word usually scares high school 
juniors, and this time was no different! Leaving the relative 
security of Puritan writers and Revolutionary advocates caused 
quite a stir. Twenty-eight pairs of hands thumbed through the 
dictionary pages seeking clarification of the term. 
This period of American literature always challenged me 
to reveal the specific nature of this philosophy which has 
been a way of life for thinkers and writers for over a hundred 
years before, I wanted the students to understand the basics 
of the philosophy as the people who believed it had done, 
Thoreau and Emerson created new directions for the 
fledgling American writers to fly. I decided to let my 
students explore a variation of an existing genre to gain 
insight to the aspect of Transcendental philosophy which 
suggests the world should be experienced with more than five 
senses. The perception of the world went beyond the physical 




WHAT WAS THE ASSIGNMENT? 
Select an aspect of nature that interests you. 
Choose seasonal, physical, emotional, 
descriptive, or natural words to explore the 
element or subject to reveal its simplicity as 
perceived with non-physical abilities, 




TITLE = single word 
Schlatter 
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LINE ONE = 3 syllables (regardless of word count) 
LINE TWO = 6 syllables (regardless of word count) 
LINE THREE = 9 syllables (regardless of word count) 
WHERE HAD THE IDEA COME FROM? 
In the past I had sought poetic variations to encourage 
students to give poetry a try. I had seen trilets used in 
junior high collections that a friend had given me. Since I 
was teaching low ability and average juniors, many of whom 
were English as a Second Language classified, this seemed like 
a good form to use, 
HOW DID I STRUCTURE THE LESSONS? 





Brainstorm (list, cluster, or web) ten words 
that come to mind when nature is mentioned. 
Choose a favorite. 
Elaborate on the subject by using descriptive 
terms about the chosen topic, 
Choose words carefully to meet the rhythm 
requirement of the line. 
HOW DID STUDENTS RESPOND? 
Almost every student composed more than one. They wrote 
other trilets later using these as models. One was published 
in SUN NINETEEN, a DODDS Pacific Rim publication. Most wanted 
to read their trilets aloud. 
Transcendental writers became favorites of many of the 
students who had personally reached within to find an 





WHAT DID I LEARN? 
Schlatter 
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Students can explore nature in this simple yet complex 
poetic form. They can see a relationship between the poems 
and the philosophical precepts Thoreau and Emerson espoused. 
This genre helped to open the door for several who had 





CLEAR, COOL, ICY PETALS 




SOMETIMES DRY, COLD, HOT---BOTH 
CHANGES COME BRINGING PLEASURE AND PAIN. 
EXAMPLE: 
SUMMER 
LONG HOT DAYS 
PLAY WITH FRIENDS OR SLEEP LATE 
A TIME TO DESPAIR OF NO SCHOOL---NOTI 
WHAT IMPLICATIONS MAY BE DRAWN? 
Students are not as intimidated by short exercises 
which can be completed in one sitting. 
* ESL students will be more outgoing when basic 
elements or symbols are used to explore the 
language, especially if 
this "play" clarifies a confusing word. 
* This activity could be used across the curriculum 
to explore difficult words. 
I , 
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I teach because 
I believe that 
our society, in 
fact our world, 
cannot survive 
without educat-
ed citizens. I 
wish to do what 
I can to further 
this cause. 







sometime last year, my family received two different fun-
to-fill-out census forms: one because we are Americans, the 
other because we are farmers. Because the farm census form 
was a very long form, my husband took one look at these two 
forms and opted for the United states census form as his 
contribution to our family's patriotic duty. The receipt of 
these. fun-filled packages coincided closely with my ninth 
grade civics class's unit on cultural diversity. I knew 
instinctively that my class deserved to be blessed with an 
opportunity to enjoy the pleasures of filling out forms. They 
are, after all, typical ninth graders, therefore, they can 
never truly be given everything they so richly deserve ••. well, 
not legally anyway. 
Brushing up on the various uses and types of family 
trees, I jotted down a few notes and was ready for my class. 
I began by showing examples of the various kinds of family 
trees. Light dawned on a few faces and they began to explain 
and clarify the procedure to classmates; ours is most often an 
interactive classroom. On that day, as on many others, I 
asked the students to assign their parents homework for this 
particular night, admonishing them, of course, to be gentle 
and reasonable with said parents. The parents, with guidance 
from the students, were to prepare a family tree. 
Studdard 
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The next morning was exciting! students met me at my 
door with enthusiastic accounts of the night's revelations. My 
afternoon students came in during breaks and lunch to tell me 
their stories. My students rushed to their desks, opened 
their notebooks, and began to share information with friends, 
asking me "How long til the bell?" Well, needless to say, we 
didn't wait for the tardy bell; we didn't even call roll. 
Never waste that golden teaching-learning moment! 
My students worked in groups to compile their 
information. The class nominated recorders, compilers and 
checkers for the whole class activities. They decided 
democratically on the method for displaying the information: 
first on the board, then on a poster. 
graphs, charts, or family trees. 
The classes made 
That night the students read about the relationships 
involved in and between family size, political and economic 
events and trends in our nation's history. They came to class 
the next morning eager and prepared for a lively discussion. 
And they were ready to write essays about what they had 










Opal loved to read. She loved to learn about new things 
and to travel to new places attainable only in her mind. But 
her family was very poor, and survival took precedence over 
books and school. Only Aunt Molly understood. 
Aunt Molly lived in Jacksonville, an exciting, big city 
to Opal. Aunt Molly believed in schooling for all 
children, •• even for girl children! After much heavy lobbying, 
Opal and her Aunt Molly were able to convince Opal's parents 
to let her live in Jacksonville and finish high school. opal 
had found her place in life with Aunt Molly. 
The fall was full of wonder for Opal. Her teacher, Miss 
Green, opened up new worlds for her. She was understanding 
and patient with this country child, and she saw Opal's joy in 
all learning. 
When the Christmas season came, Opal was less than eager 
to leave Aunt Molly's for the unavoidable trip to her former 
home. She arrived to find her father ill and the family 
gathering subdued. Opal longed for Aunt Molly's laughter and 
Miss Green's quiet smile. 
opal endured, and the new year found her safely in her 
new home, her real home, her heart's home. However, the third 
week in January, her father died. Opal left Aunt Molly and 






At the funeral, opal's mother made an agreement with Mr. 
Ward, the manager of the local cotton mill, for Opal and her 
older sister to begin working for him on Monday morning. Opal 
turned sixteen behind a spinner in the oppressive heat of May, 
1917. She retired forty-nine years later. 
I ! 
I Am 
I am a mother--
I wonder about his future; 
I hear his ocean's roar. 
Studdard 
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I see the sunlight glistening on his waves. 
I want to keep him safe--
I am a mother. 
I pretend I can fly--
I feel the gentle breeze on my skin. 
I touch the clouds. 
I worry if I'll find my way home in time ••• 
I cry when my son grows too quickly--
I am a mother. 
I understand my time is fleeting--
I say I'll be all right. 
I dream of his children and his joy; 
I try to be patient 
I hope I will not fail him--
I am a mother. 
I 
I ! 
The Lunch Box 
Studdard 
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My days were spent in the care of women: "Be careful; be 
quiet; behave." I must have been four or five years old and 
two-thirty was the best part of my day. 
mornings looking forward to two-thirty. 
I woke up in the 
I learned to tell 
time so I wouldn't have to ask; I'd know how long it was until 
two-thirty. 
At two-thirty, my grandfather came home from the steel 
mill. I remember running through the warm, soft grass when I 
heard his truck turn into the gravel drive. He would drive up 
in his old black Ford, and I would be in the cab with him 
before he could get out. The smell of the steel mill wrinkled 
my nose as he hugged me to him. He would pick me up out of 
the truck and toss me toward the sun. I remember the smile 
that made him seem younger than he had been the moment before. 
My job was to carry his lunch box into the house. It was 
a big, black, metal lunch box, large enough for this man who 
worked from "can to can't. 11 He would become serious and say 
to me, "Sister, will you help me with this?" 
I would climb the tall steps up to the front porch, take 
my cargo into the kitchen and return with a glass of ice water 
for my grandfather. He would relax in one of the big rockers 
on the front porch only briefly before beginning his second 







After the breeze and the cold water had refreshed him, 
with a twinkle in his eye, he would say, "Sister, fetch my 
box. I think I forgot something in there." I'd jump up from 
his lap or my seat on the steps and rush inside, as if this 
were something unusual and not a daily ritual. I would bring 
the lunch box to those strong hands. He would set it on the 
floor of the porch, open the double spring locks on the front 
and turn it around for me to open. Inside was a new and 
delightful treat everyday: a Reese's cup, cookies or maybe 
marbles or even a tiny doll, never expensive or elaborate, but 
always there. Everyday. Steady, predictable, trustworthy, 



























I teach because 








Sharing the Language: Helping students 
Join Writing Communities 
"Mom, do you know what a microclimate is?" 
"A little climate? A climate of a small area?" 
Williams 
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My ten year old, quizzing me about his latest interest, 
was shocked that his non-scientifically-minded mother almost 
knew the answer. As we discussed the book he was reading, 
Pringle's Frost Hollows and Other Microclimates, I learned 
that a microclimate is "the climate in the immediate vicinity 
of an object or organism," and that it "is the climate that is 
really significant for the comfort and survival of an object 
or organism" (59). 
After my son and I talked about microclimates, I realized 
that microclimates in nature have a lesson for teachers of 
reading and writing, In many important ways, each classroom 
is a microclimate, a niche of learning, an environment which 
can be hostile or helpful to the development of our students' 
literacy. Each classroom microclimate, each learning 
environment, has its own special characteristics and exerts 
tremendous influence on the lives of its inhabitants, our 
students. 
As English teachers, we tend to create reading and 
writing environments with which we are comfortable. But 
unlike plants and most animals, our students will move from 




math class to science to history, and later from school to 
community, from school to work. 
To ensure our students' success, we must find ways to 
prepare them for the multiplicity of writing environments 
which they will experience as students and, later, as adults. 
Too often, we prepare them primarily for other English 
classes. Nevertheless, each classroom environment, as well as 
each reading and writing situation beyond the classroom, 
presents a distinct reading and writing environment, a 
discourse community, defined by Richard Coe as II a group of 
people who write and read any particular sort of writing" and 
"who hold certain assumptions about what is appropriate in 
that type of writing" (412). 
In my own classes, I find that students have not given 
much thought to the fact that different reading and writing 
situations demand different skills and approaches. Or, if 
they have recognized these varied demands, they are often 
frustrated by them. Here are some exercises that I have used 
to help my students begin to adapt to challenges presented by 
different discourse communities. 
I. Discovering our Literacy Clubs 
Frank Smith's idea that children "learn the language of 
the groups to which they belong (or expect to belong) and 
resist the language of the groups they reject or from which 











children succeed or excel in reading and writing activities 
while others, equally talented, fail or perform poorly. To 
help my students determine the types of reading and writing 
they already do, I introduce the concept of "literacy clubs" 
and have them list their own literacy clubs. I usually admit 
a few of my "clubs": readers of student work, star Trek book 
readers, grocery list writers. I also suggest categories: 
school, hobbies, jobs, home and family, religion. 
Once students compile these lists, I have them share 
aloud in small groups. This listing-sharing activity helps 
students examine their own literacy and shows them that they 
already do a good deal of reading and writing, that they are 
already members of several "discourse communities" in which 
they are successful readers and writers. 
After compiling their lists, students complete this 
reflective exercise, answering these questions in writing: 
II, Examining contexts for writing Tasks 
Regardless of the type of writing being done, a writer 







rhetorical context for that writing. To help my students 
understand the concept of rhetorical context, I have my 
students analyze a writing task by using four questions 
suggested by Maxine Hairston: 
1, Who is my audience? 
2. Why am I writing? 
J, How do I want to present myself? 
4. What do I want to say? (57) 
I also like to have my students think of the 
communications triangle, of the way the interrelationship of 
writer, reader, and subject combine to create meaning. As 
Erika Lindemann says, "The communications triangle offers 
students a useful model for defining the rhetorical problem a 
writing assignment must solve" (12). To make theory concrete 
for my students, I connect it with a communication experience 
most of them have had: selecting a greeting card. 
I begin by asking students if anyone plans to send st. 
Valentine's Day cards. A few will say yes, leading to 
discussion of the problem of finding the "right" card. We 
brainstorm some reasons for this difficulty, and they 
eventually agree that the challenge lies in locating a card 
that "fits" their individual situations, once they have 
thought about how the delicate balance of message, messenger, 
receiver is difficult to achieve with the Valentine card, they 
can relate more clearly to the idea of a rhetorical situation 



















After this discussion, we examine Valentine's cards that 
I have collected, with the students working in sma.11 groups to 
determine the rhetorical situations of various cards. Through 
class discussions they see that Valentine's cards have 
particular traditions and conventions, and together, we 
compile a list of these. Next, the students design two 
Valentine's cards: one for someone liked or loved and another 
for someone disliked. 
Certainly this assignment is fun, but it has a serious 
purpose, to enhance their understanding of the demands of a 
particular rhetorical situation. From this, we can generalize 
that each writing situation, regardless of the type of writing 
being done, forces the writer to accommodate for audience, 
message, and format. 
IV, Looking at Writing from Different Discourse communities 
Another important step in helping students understand the 
varying demands of various writing communities involves having 
them analyze samples of different types of writing. To make 
discourse analysis a non-threatening activity, I have my 
students analyze children's books. For this exercise, we use 
an adaptation of Richard Coe's approach to analysis of 
discourse. His 11 metaheur, 11 a series of questions, can be used 
to examine the qualities of any type of writing (415). For my 















For the class activity, I collect groups of children's 
books, three or four of several different series, such as 
Beatrix Potter, Dr. Seuss, fairy tales, nursery rhymes, Spot 
books. I have students get into groups of four, hand out sets 
of books with the assignment, and then give them 20-30 minutes 
to examine the books and record answers to the questions. 
Next, each group reports its findings to the class and we make 
some overall generalizations about children's books. 
After working with the children's books, the students are 
ready to examine other types of writing. We move next to a 
group examination of our textbook, using the same list of 
questions. Later, in an individual activity, I have the 
students bring in a piece of writing from their prospective 













they begin to realize the diverse demands of different types 
of writing. At this point, we can really begin to discuss 
strategies for success in meeting these demands. 
v. Learning to Cope 
My students and I have several suggestions for coping 
with the demands of different writing communities, including 
these: 
My goal in all these activities is to help make my 
students more flexible in adapting to the various discourse 
communities in which they will participate as they progress 
through their education, into careers, and into community 
life. In writing, as in nature, adaptability to environment 
is the key to survival. Perhaps some of the microclimates for 
reading and writing that our students experience will never be 
completely comfortable for them; but if we can provide them 
with some strategies for coping with the different demands of 
different discourse communities, we can help them survive in 
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I love children; 
I want to make 
a difference; I 
want to help all 
children suc-
ceed; and I 
think it is the 
most rewardin 
p ession. .. ......... " ......... .. 




















A Grandmother's Love 
Tiny hands so sweet and tender, 
Precious wiggling little toes, 
Smiles that make my heart surrender, 
Filled with love my face shows. 
I gaze upon this new treasure 
Sent from God above; 
Worth riches beyond measure--















Good-bye Is Not Forever 
Willis 
153 
As I gazed at the old farmhouse, I could still remember 
the voices, the laughter, the music, the whistling tea kettle, 
the ticking of the old mantle clock and the warm, gentle tune 
my grandmother hummed as she rocked me to sleep. I remembered 
too, the friends and family that gathered there for fun, food 
and fellowship. Playing Rook, popping corn, parching peanuts, 
singing with the Victrola, and playing fiddles filled my mind 
with the pleasantries of those unforgettable summer days. 
Oooh, the smells that emanated from my grandmother's 
kitchen were another pleasantry that could tantalize sparks 
from any connoisseur's palate--tea cookies, cakes, fried pies, 
jams, and jellies. Who could forget the hot biscuits and 
tenderloin cooked on the old wood stove? Even the smell of 
the freshly chopped wood was invigorating, 
I remember the secure feeling, when I was small, of being 
nestled between my grandparents on the old iron bed, layered 
with several feather-down mattresses, and when I was older, 
watching the dazzling fire dance and crackle until it lulled 
me into dreamland, as I huddled underneath layers of handmade 
quilts lovingly stitched by my grandmother. Her stitches were 
so tiny, and she took such pride in her work. 
Remembrances of my grandfather, who had been crippled by 
polio as a child, remained, I remembered his passion for 
fishing, his pet chicken running up and down his arms, his 








carving ability, and his gentle manner. 
Willis 
154 
I remember his 
orchards, melon patches and his beehives. I was always amazed 
that he never got stung. I also remembered his old pair of 
mules, Dan and Tony, that we hitched up to the wagon to cut 
and haul wood or to take to the store to get supplies, 
especially if the peddler had not made his rounds. 
The peddler came around every so often, selling his 
wares. My grandmother would save her extra butter and eggs to 
trade for other items that she needed. Once, when the peddler 
came by, he displayed a beautiful pair of pajamas--silky and 
soft-feeling to the touch. They were the faintest green with 
pink rosebuds embroidered on them. I thought they were the 
loveliest I had ever seen. My grandmother saved her egg money 
for several months to purchase them for my birthday. I still 
have them and will always cherish them. 
One of my favorite pastimes was sitting in the swing on 
the front porch and churning butter, rhythmically plunging the 
dasher as I swung back and forth like a lazy, lounging cat. 
I also loved to gather eggs in grandmother's old egg basket. 
The old hens would cackle as we would reach carefully 
underneath their warm breasts to extract our prizes. 
Another event I shall never forget was hog-killing time. 
Granddad would fatten an old hog until the first heavy frost. 
The hog would be shot and hung by its hind feet from the smoke 
house to be bled. While this was occurring, pots of boiling 









singe the hair off the hog, and its stomach was split. The 
ladies were in charge of rendering the lard, while the men 
skinned, cut and hung meat. As a celebration of a job well 
done, the women set about cooking samples of the different 
cuts of meat, and a feast was laid. 
These are only a few of the memories that soared as I 
faced the old farmhouse after being away for thirty-two years. 
My father and I had ventured out one last time to see the 
place of his youth and my childhood. What we viewed was only 
a dilapidated shell of an old, country, sharecropper's house--
almost too far gone to tell that it had once been someone's 
hearth and home. It seemed so fragile and small as compared 
to my memory of it. Though it lay lifeless, I could still 
feel the warmth that had once been there, tugging at me to 
come nearer so it could love me once more, as though its arms 
were waiting to enfold me--the call back to a time when my 
heart felt contentment, joy, and security. The inexplicable 
need and yearning I had to become that innocent child again 
were overpowering, but the old thief time had stolen that 
opportunity from me. It was an exhilarating grief as we said 
good-bye to that special time in our lives. Dad and I sealed 
within our hearts some of our fondest memories, knowing that 
we would never be able to go back again. And even though that 
old house, the fallen monument of my childhood, lies in ruin, 
there remain the soul and spirit of memories that will never 














HAY-BALING ON THE FOURTH OF JULY 
Willis 
156 
The earthy fresh scent of new-cut hay, the unseemly 
gathering of diversified ages of country folk, the excited 
shrieks of children, the jolting barking of dogs, the humming 
sound of machinery, and the luscious, tantalizing smells of 
barbecue, boiled corn and potatoes describe the typical rural 
hay-baling celebration that takes place on the fourth of July 
weekend every year in Union Grove. Bonding takes place 
between neighbors and fellow farmers. The spirit of America 
exudes through crowds, as politicians come to join their 
constituency for a kind of primeval celebration of life 
through the harvest. 
Seeing neighbors greeting each other and taking time to 
unite for a common goal and pleasure brings a tug to the 
heart. America still lives inside her people. America's 
people still stand together to work towards a better future 
and to sustain the freedoms our forefathers fought so 
judiciously to protect. 
As I viewed this myriad scene, my heart strings 
tightened, bringing a sentimental feeling. Pondering the 
events of the day, I remembered many such times in my 
childhood when families and neighbors came together to break 
bread, to accomplish a work goal, to worship, and to involve 







comradeship towards one another, "God Bless America" reflects 
the meaning of the panoramic view I observed, 
In our day and age, daily life reflects the 11go-for-the-
gusto11 theory, barely leaving families time to sleep, because 
their busy schedules prevent it, A refreshing thought grips 
me that scenes such as this have not perished, but still live 
within the heart of America. Pride and joy fill me as minds 
and souls come together, and we prove to the world that 
America lives and thrives in the lives and hearts of her 
people, 
borders, 







IN A LIGHTER VEIN, , • 
Wash Day 
Wash day is here again, 
Or did it ever leave? 
I've washed for days and days it seems; 
And yet, can you believe? 
The pile grows higher and higher still, 
The end is not in sight. 
The more I wash, the more there is; 
Will I ever see daylight? 
I wish that I could be like Eve, 
so the washing would stay done. 
For when a leaf is all you have, 
There's plenty of time for fun. 
Kitchen Duty 
It seems I do nothing but cook all day. 
Unlike great chefs, I get no pay, 
And when the feasting's over and done, 
That's when I really get to have fun. 
For dishes are piled as high as the sky; 
Oh, it's days like this I wish I could lie 
And say some disease had befallen me; 
Such, that if another dish I'd see 
Would make me crazy and turn me green, 
Driving me to hoot holler, and scream. 
But if I did, there would still be this mess 
Waiting for me to clean up, I guess. 
So, I'll not dilly-dally around, 










Writing for the Newspaper 
The presentation shows effective ways to use the 
newspaper as a teaching tool and an interesting way to get the 
students to write editorials. First the students read 
editorials concerning current issues of interest to them. 
Next they discuss editorials, choose one and do more reading. 
The students can then write editorials as a reaction or write 
different ones to be submitted to the local paper. Once they 
begin to see their articles in the paper, they begin to have 
a greater interest in writing. 
Sarah Binion 
In Other Words ••• 
Paraphrase is acknowledged as useful for students to 
exhibit comprehension of written material and increased 
vocabulary skills. Students are introduced to the concept of 
paraphrase through an exercise in which they identify 
paraphrased well-known adages. Comprehension is practiced 
with students paraphrasing prose passages from Henry David 
Thoreau and Beauty and the Beast. The final activity utilizes 
Carl Sandburg's work "Boxes and Bags. 11 students read the work 
before a line is selected, paraphrased and illustrated. 
Bunti Britt 
That Guy Writes Better'n Me: What Do You 
Mean ••criticize His Work"? 
students are often bewildered and upset when asked to 
criticize or critique a literary work. They assume that 
criticizing must involve downgrading the work or telling what 
they didn't like about it. Without any guidelines or 
processes to follow, they are totally lost. Using a simple 
method devised by Robert Scholes and explained in his book 
Textual .Power, a teacher can guide students in a three-step 
process which will inspire self-confidence and empower 
students so that they are able to criticize any work with not 








Children as Meaningful Writers 
students at the kindergarten level enjoy "hands-on" 
activities. I firmly believe children will write if given the 
opportunity, and their writing should be linked to experiences 
and imaginations. I begin my presentation by relating 
childrens' images of sound/symbol relationships to convey 
meaning through the power of print. First, we read Little 
Rabbit's Loose Tooth. Next, using paper plates, we make 
"Little Rabbit. 11 We incorporate an Individualized Language 
Activity for our writing activity. We use our imagination and 
ask ourselves what the Tooth Fairy does with all those teeth. 
The concluding activity is creating Little Rabbit's toothless 
grin using peanut butter, apples, and marshmallows. 
Preparing, Organizing, and Writing 
for the Alabama Assessment Test 
Beth Dear 
This presentation defines the three modes of writing for 
the Alabama Assessment of Writing, grades five and seven. 
students are encouraged to use vivid, sensory words to make 
their writing clearer so the reader can understand the exact 
meaning/purpose of their writing. The students are given the 
opportunity to use hands-on activities for practice. Such 
hands-on examples include narrative writing using personal 
objects, expository writing explaining a particular process 
done in the classroom, and descriptive writing where students 
work with and describe food items. The result encourages 
students to write more clearly and be more aware of their 
audience. 
Carol Green 
Using Sports Activities in student Writing 
Some English students, especially male students, are not 
easily motivated in the classroom. By using writing 
activities that involve sports, teachers can sometimes reach 
those students who are not overly interested in writing. I 
use several simple activities that can be used in any 
classroom. 
students can research the historical backgrounds of 
teams' names and then write essays on their findings. 
students can compare and contrast different sports or 













basketball game provide an excellent opportunity for students 
to write narrative essays, Writing persuasive speeches on a 
favorite team or athlete is usually one of my students' 
favorite assignments, By providing topics that interest most 
students, I have found that my students become more interested 
in writing. 
Prewriting Hooks 
If prewriting activities are fun, 
hooks to motivate students to write. 
activities I use are 
Todd Hamilton 
they can be used as 
Three fun prewriting 
1, Brainstorming to music--The students create brainstorm 
lists of images while I play different types of music for 
approximately two minutes each. These various 
brainstorming lists usually generate many writing ideas. 
2, Hat activity--! place a hat rack in the classroom with 
several types of hats on the rack. students brainstorm 
characteristics of people who may have worn each hat, I 
encourage them to use the five senses in their 
brainstorming lists. Beautiful descriptive papers can 
evolve from this exercise. 
3. Paper bag activity--Each student receives a lunch-size 
paper bag with an object in the bag. The top of the bag 
is stapled, Students can shake the bag, smell the bag, 
or touch the bag--anything but look into the bag. They 
brainstorm what might be in the bag. 
Dianne Holliday 
"I Ain't Got Nothin' to Write About" 
This demonstration offers activities to incite students 
to write. The 11 ! Am" and 11 Bio 11 poems are formula structures 
that guide students to look closely at themselves and their 
friends. Creativity and unique descriptions provide readers 
with clear pictures about which the students write, The "Life 
Map" enables the students to highlight pivotal experiences in 
their lives, When they draw pictures and write captions, they 
can better remember what has happened to them, Students can 
pull activities (hobbies, friends, earliest memories, favorite 
Christmas presents, saddest memories, etc,,) from this map to 
write about. Using music in the background of these writing 









Writing in Response to Literature 
Writing in the classroom serves as a good companion to 
reading literature selections. Writing extends and clarifies 
meaning and helps readers make literature and its language 
their own. Using Frank Stockton's "The Lady or the Tiger?" as 
the basis, students respond to the story in several ways. 
Extension activities include re-writing scenes using dialogue 
and monologue, making a crossword puzzle or creating a comic 
strip using vocabulary words. Students also write 
characterizations and personalize the story by writing about 
their own decision-making processes. Another way students 
react to the story is by writing an ending for it. 
Susie Manning 
A Trip to China via Reading and Writing 
This is a thematic unit developed for a whole language 
reading, writing, and vocabulary program. The unit was first 
· used in a summer program for a group of first through fifth 
grade children. The model for planning this unit is the 
Literacy Plus model which suggests the following use of a 
class period: mini-lesson (introduce literature at this 
point), large group activity (children move from one station 
to another), and a conclusion called sharing time (everyone 
moves back to large group). The children complete many 
activities in all subject areas. All the activities and 
literature revolve around China. To develop a thematic unit, 
the teacher must consider the childrens' needs, their 
interests, and the literature that pulls everything together. 
Becky McKay 
Writing Creative Stories 
This presentation motivates students to write more 
creatively when they are given a story starter. Students 
discuss happenings in a given picture, and then the teacher 
reads the story "One Cold, Wet Night," by Joy Cowley and June 
Nelson. The students read the story again with the teacher 
and they dramatize the story; after the this activity they 
develop their own creative story. The teacher then gives a 
story starter, "What would you do •.• ? 11 
When the dramatization activity is complete, students are 
given a writing sheet to create and illustrate their own 






Each student reads his story from an author's chair. The 
stories are collected and shared on an accordion anthology. 
Eula Morris 
"Jumping Journalism": Fairy Tales to News 
This presentation enables the students to review the 
entire range of journalistic writing and newspaper composition 
by creating a newspaper based on a fairy tale. The students 
must first identify the literary elements in the fairy tale 
and then answer the five ~ and one H that comprise the 
questions for the reporter's formula. The students use the 
inverted pyramid form to write various kinds of news stories 
suggested by the fairy tale. 
Crocodiles: 
Becky Newman 
Getting the Non-Writer to Bite Into 
Learning 
The crocodile unit can be useful in kindergarten through 
twelfth grade. Manipulatives--which are often forgotten in 
upper grades--promote curiosity, motivation, and learning. 
Any interesting topic can be built upon to include writing 
narratives, plays, poems, commercials, and songs. The study 
of crocodiles can extend across the curriculum into science, 
history, and health class. 
Dana Owens-Molan 
Putting Tired Words to Bed 
After a discussion that some words are "tired" and 
overworked, students participate in various listening and 
speaking activities that promote descriptive and detailed 
writing. They use a thesaurus to find synonyms for the 
overused words and to brainstorm a list. Students are 
encouraged to identify additional tired words to add to a 
"Tired Words" bulletin board. Using the five senses to 
describe an imaginary monster, the class brainstorms 
adjectives. Students use this list of adjectives to draw 
monsters and complete a written activity, including character 
descriptions of their monsters, The finished products are 
displayed, a contest is conducted deciding the top three 










students create panels in this attempt to teach the eight 
parts of speech. The teacher shares a set of 11Snurdle 11 
posters as a base; students model their panels by working in 
pairs (one writer--one illustrator). The students create an 
"original" creature and write a short story with the creature 
as the protagonist. The story is to be written on poster 
board highlighting or writing in a different color the 
particular part of speech demonstrated (i.e., if working on 
nouns, all nouns on that panel should be highlighted or 
written in a different color). Finally, the individual panels 
are to be illustrated. The students then come to the front of 




The synectics technique which makes the "strange familiar 
and the familiar strange" allows students wide latitude in 
analyzing literature or solving problems in any discipline. 
The student may tell how a poem is like an egg or how a first 
date is like the eye of a tornado. Step by step the student 
moves from direct analogy to personal analogy to symbolic 
analogy and back to direct analogy. This procedure inspires 
the analyst to view the problem in different ways, thereby 
finding solutions which would have never been considered. 
Rose Schlatter 
You Be the Judge 
I begin my presentation with a short skit involving a 
youthful offender in court. After discussing reflective 
writing, I ask all students to write their opinions as if they 
are the judge: Will you hang him or help him? I then ask 
them to meet in response groups where they act as a panel of 
judges - first discussing the case, then writing a majority 












students respond to writing poetry through motivation, 
enthusiasm, and purpose. After a "poetry break" opening, 
students are given a 11yard of yarn" and asked to describe the 
domain defined by the yarn. Next, a listening activity helps 
direct them through the writing of a diamante poem. Finally, 
students describe the layers of their favorite candy bars in 
a concrete, visual way. students then try to guess the kinds 
of candy bars from these descriptions. Candy bar treats are 
given out and are to be brainstormed for words describing 
them, using the five senses with a descriptive writing piece 
as the finished product. These activities exemplify to 
students that poetry can be fun, requires thought, and needs 





Atwell, Nancie. 1.n the Middle: Writing. Reading. and 
Learning \tl1.h Adolescents. Portsmouth: Boynton and Cook, 
1987. 
Nancie Atwell's book about her experiences in developing 
the workshop method of teaching writing and reading is a boon 
to the junior high English teacher. It contains a treasure of 
detail for teachers who want to implement a workshop approach. 
The several appendices that Atwell includes contain 
particularly useful information for any writing teacher, 
Becky Newman 
Brown, B,J, and Winfiled Cooper, "Using Portfolios to Empower 
student Writers, 11 English Journal February 1992: 40-45. 
This article records how a senior high and a junior high 
teacher used portfolios as an assessment tool. This book 
provided good sequential information about making portfolio 
writing meaningful. Included are students' reactions to their 
growth as writers and examples of what to include in the 
portfolio. 
Susie Manning 
Bushman, John H. and Kay Parks Bushman. Teaching English 
Creatively, Springfield: Thomas Books, 1986, 
This is an excellent book which covers the following 
topics: Group Interaction, Oral Language, Teaching Writing, 
Teaching Literature, Teaching Reading, Teaching the English 
Language, Teaching Thinking Skills, and the English 
Curriculum. Each chapter begins with a narrative about the 
subject of that chapter and ends with an array of activities 
that can be used in the classroom. 
Dianne Holliday 
Calkins, Lucy McCormick. Lessons From A Child. Portsmouth: 
Heinemann, 1983. 
Calkin's book chronicles a classroom involved in a whole 









to read. You feel the triumph as the children and teacher 
really began to understand the importance of writing and how 
much it means to them. Calkins realized she wanted to write 
about the experience of discovering that children have stories 
to tell, The most important idea that is presented is that we 
learn more from children than they learn from us. 
Becky McKay 
Ditmmer, Allan E. "Letters: The Personal Touch in Writing." 
English Journal January, 1991: 18-24. 
students can corresponds with a ghost, George Washington or 
Yoda! Using letters in classroom writing activities can be 
fun as well as practical. The reader can feel the "sincerity 
and intensity" of the message. one prompt for a letter 
activity follows: The teacher asks the students the following 
question, "If you know the letter you are about to write to 
anyone, to whom would you write it and what would you say?" An 
example letter is given. It is a letter written by Ethel & 
Julius Rosenberg to their twin boys before their execution for 
treason. In other prompts, students can write to anyone, real 
or imaginary, dead or alive, human or nonhuman. 
Carol Green 
Gere, Anne Ruggles, Ed. Roots in the Sawdust: Writing t.Q 
Learn across the Disciplines. Urbana: NCTE, 1985. 
This book contains articles on ways teachers in various 
disciplines used writing-to-learn activities in their classes. 
This approach varies somewhat from writing across the 
curriculum which strives to improve the quality of writing. 
Writing-to-learn promotes looking at concepts and learning to 
think abstractly and metaphorically. Each author shares ways 
to write logs or journals to improve student understanding of 
their subjects. Teachers of various subjects can incorporate 
these writing activities into their lessons. 
Susan Lancaster 
Gillespie, Joannes. "The Life of a Seventh Grader: Writing 
a Memoir." English Journal April 1991: 48-51. 
The intriguing world of vivid personal experiences comes 
to life with memoir writings. Replacing the overused and 
usually dull autobiography, these poignant events which shape 
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aroma of rising interest. Prescribed categories such as 
medical emergencies and reactions to one's name whet the 
appetite. Amusing tales and nostalgia feed the writer as the 
composition continues as well as the teacher or peer who reads 
it. 
Rose Schlatter 
Gray, James. "Sentence Modeling. 11 Theory ~ Practice in the 
Teaching of Composition: Processing, Distancing, and 
Modeling. Eds. Mike Myers and James Gray. Urbana: 
NCTE, 1983. 185-202. 
Based on Francis Christensen's generative rhetoric, Gray 
explains his three to four week process concerning sentence 
modeling with his high school composition students. He 
advocates bringing in individual sentences of the great 
writers for student analysis and then asking students to 
imitate those structures. He also impresses on his students 
how sentence structure affects style and voice. He is very 
specific and prescriptive with the structures he asks students 
to imitate, but he gets good results. 
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Practice. New York: Harper Collins, 1991. 111-120. 
The author explains three types of writing: Class I or 
Message Writing, Class II or Self-Limiting Writing, and Class 
III or Reflective Writing. Appropriate time and placement of 
each of these three types are suggested; therefore, all three 
should be taught. The author gives tips on teaching all three 
with emphasis on Class III instruction. 
Cathy Studdard 
Hall, Nigel. The Emergence of Literacy. 
Heinemann, 1987. 
Portsmouth: 
In this book, Nigel Hall states that we do not learn to 
speak by simply hearing others speak. We must experience 
language. Likewise, we do not learn to write by only hearing 
others talk about writing, we must write. Oral literacy, 
reading literacy and written literacy are all essential in 








"What Makes a Writer Tick?" The Writer 
9-13. 
Kiefer says that ego and a desire to see one's name in 
print are the keys to what makes a writer tick. He also gives 
a recipe for creating an original, pleasurable, readable 
manuscript and for getting it published. Kiefer comments, 
One part idea, two parts talent, and three parts 
motivation seasoned with patience. Trim excess fat 
from idea, simmer in talent, mix in motivation, and 
bring to a boil. If patience runs thin, add fresh 
discipline until it stands by itself. (9-10) 
Nancy Willis 
Lamme, Linda L., Ph.D. Growing .!m Writing. 
D.C.: Acropolis Books LTD., 1984. 
Washington, 
Beginning with a child's birth, this writer reasons that 
what reading parents do during the first years aids a child's 
writing development. The author takes the reader step-by-step 
through the writing process beginning with drawing and 
extending through the final storytelling stage. 
Beth Dear 
Manning, Gary, Maryann Manning, and Roberta Long. Reading and 
Writing in the Middle Grades: A Whole-Language View. 
Washington, DC: NEA, 1990. 
College professors in Alabama wrote Reading and Writing 
.i.n the Middle Grades as a practical guide for the classroom 
setting. The book glimpses into the classroom of real 
teachers where a whole-language approach to writing and 
reading takes place. Comprising only sixty-four pages 
including appendices which list publishers of students• 
writing, this book contains information which any teacher of 











Mearns, Hughes. Creative Power: The Education Qf Youth .i.n 
~creative~. New York: Dover, 1958. 
Mearns presents an optimistic view of young people and 
the development of their potentials and abilities. He 
astutely depicts many shortcomings of adults, but he also 
provides coping techniques spiced with personal anecdotes and 
successes. Mearns' major objective in developing creativity 
is the discovery, or rediscovery, of the child--not only in 
young people, but also in adults. This work is enjoyable, 
inspirational reading. 
Bunti Britt 
Newman, Judith. The Craft Of Children's Writing. Portsmouth: 
Heinemann, 1984. 
Sections entitled Intention, Organization, 
Experimentation and Orchestration provide a useful framework 
for looking at children's writing. The author presents a case 
study to illustrate how the four concepts can be helpful for 
understanding a child's development over an extended period of 
time, 
Eula Morris 
Routman, Regie, Invitations: Changing as Teachers and 
Learners~- Canada: Irwin Publishing, 1991, 
This book explains whole language theories and practices. 
A variety of techniques and activities for incorporating and 
using whole language in the classroom is included, Journal 
articles, other resources, and an appendix complete the work, 




and Peggy G, Elliot, "Teaching Writing with 
Reading Activities for Middle and Secondary 
New York: Teachers College Press, 1986. 
smith and Elliot encourage the coupling of writing with 
reading in an effort to replace the boredom with excitement 
when reading, They take the reader through four writing 
stages: process approach, establishing a purpose, responding 
to reading, and revising for clarification. Detailed 
activities are given for each writing process, and these can 












Sullivan, Anne Mccrary, "Liberating the Urge to Write: From 
Classroom Journals to Lifelong Writing," English 
Journal. November 1989: 55-61. 
Sullivan explains how she uses journal writing to 
motivate her students to write, She uses many prewriting 
techniques as her cues, Then she further shows how journal 
writing can be used as the basis for other works--stories, 
essays, etc,--and as an excellent method for the writer to 
keep in touch with his experiences, 
Sarah Binion 
